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BOOK       II. 


THE    ARGUMENT. 

Amidft  the  general  confternation  that  fore-ran  the  Civil  War,  the 
poet  introduces  an  eld  man  giving  an  account  of  the  miferies 
that  attended  on  that  of  Marius  and  Sylla ;  and  comparing  their 
prefent  circumftances  to  thofe  in  which  the  commonwealth  was 
when  that  former  war  broke  out.  Brutus  confults  with  Cato, 
whether  it  were  the  duty  of  a  private  man  to  concern  himfeif  in 
the  public  troubles;  to  which  Cato  replies  in  the  affirmative  : 
Then  follows  his  receiving  Marcia  again  from  the  tomb  of 
Hortenfius.  While  Pompey  goes  to  Capua,  Caefar  makes 
himfeif  mafter  of  the  greateft  part  of  Italy,  and  among  the  reft 
of  Corfinium,  where  Domltius,  the  governor  for  Pompey,  is 
feized  by  his  garrifon,  and  delivered  to  Caefar,  who  pardons  and 
difmiffes  him. 

Pompey,  in  an  oration  to  his  army,  makes  a  trial  of  their  difpo- 
fition  to  a  general  battle  ;  but  not  finding  it  to  anfwer  his  ex- 
pedtation,  he  fends  his  fon  to  folicit  the  afliftance  of  his  friends 
and  allies;  then  marches  himfeif  to  Brundulium,  where  he  is 
like  to  be  fhut  up  by  Caefar,  and  efcapes  at  length  with  much 
difficulty. 

T^TOW  manifefl  the  wrath  divine  appeared, 
■•'^    And  nature  thro'  the  world  the  war  declared; 
Teeming  with  monilers,  facred  law  fhe  broke. 
And  dire  events  in  all  her  works  befpoke,  4 
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Thou  Jove,  who  doft  in  heaven  fupremely  reign. 

Why  does  thy  providence  thefe  figns  ordain. 

And  give  us  prefcience  to  increafe  our  pain? 

Doubly  we  bear  thy  dread-infliding  doom. 

And  feel  our  miferies  before  they  come. 

Whether  the  greac  creating  parent  foul,  lo 

When  firil  from  Chaos  rude  he  form'd  the  whole, 

Difpos'd  futurity  with  certain  hand. 

And  bade  the  neceffary  caufes  ftand ; 

Made  one  decree  for  ever  to  remain. 

And  bound  himfelf  in  Fate*s  eternal  chain;  15 

Or  whether  fickle  fortune  leads  the  dance. 

Nothing  is  fix'd,  but  all  things  come  by  chance; 

Whate'er  thou  Ihalt  ordain,  thou  ruling  power. 

Unknown  and  fudden  be  the  dreadful  hour  : 

X^et  mortals  to  their  future  fate  be  blind,  20 

And  hope  relieve  the  miferable  mind. 

While  thus  the  wretched  citizens  behold 
What  certain  ills  the  faithful  gods  foretold; 
Juftice  fufpends  her  courfe  in  mournful  Rome, 
And  all  the  noify  courts  at  once  are  dumb ;  25 

No  honours  fhine  in  the  diftinguifh'd  weed. 
Nor  rods  the  purple  magiftrate  precede  : 
A  difmal  filent  forrovv  fpreads  around. 
No  groan  is  heard,  nor  one  complaining  found. 
So  when  fome  generous  youth  refigns  his  breath,  30 
And  parting  finks  in  the  laft  pangs  of  death ; 
With  ghaftly  eyes,  and  many  a  lift-up  hand. 
Around  his  bed  the  Hill  attendants  Hand; 
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No  tongue  as  yet  prefumes  his  fate  to  tell. 
Nor  fpeaks  aloud  the  folemn  laft  farewell;  35 

As  yet  the  mother  by  her  darling  lies. 
Nor  breaks  lamenting  into  frantic  cries; 
And  though  he  ftifFens  in  her  fond  embrace. 
His  eyes  are  fet,  and  livid  pale  his  face  ; 
Horror  a  while  prevents  the  fwelling  tear,  ^o 

Nor  is  her  paffion  grief,  as  yet,  but  fear ; 
In  one  fix'd  pofture  motionlefs  (he  keeps. 
And  wonders  at  her  woe  before  Ihe  weeps. 
The  matrons  fad,  their  rich  attire  lay  by. 
And  to  the  temples  madly  crowding  fly :  45 

Some  on  the  fhrines  their  gulhing  forrows  pour. 
Some  dafh  their  breafts  againil  the  marble  floor. 
Some  on  the  facred  threftiolds  rend  their  hair. 
And  howling  feek  the  gods  with  horrid  prayer. 
Nor  Jove  receiv'd  the  wailing  fuppliants  all,         50 
In  various  fanes  on  various  powers  they  call. 
No  altar  then,  no  god  was  left  alone, 
Unvex'd  by  fome  impatient  parent's  moan. 
Of  thefe,  one  wretch  her  grief,  above  the  reft. 
With  vifage  torn,  and  mangled  arms  confeft.  55 

Ye  mothers  !  beat  (flie  cry'd)  your  bofoms  now. 
Now  tear  the  curling  honours  from  your  brow ; 
The  prefent  hour  ev'n  all  your  tears  demands. 
While  doubtful  fortune  yet  fufpended  ftands. 
When  one  fliall  conquer,  then  for  joy  prepare,      60 
The  viftor  chief,  at  leaft,  fliall  end  the  war. 
Thus,  from  renew'd  complaints  they  feek  relief. 
And  only  find  frefli  caufes  out  for  grief. 
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The  men  too,  as  to  different  camps  they  go. 
Join  their  fad  voices  to  the  public  woe ;  65 

Impatient  to  the  gods  they  raife  their  cry. 
And  thus  expoftulate  with  thofe  on  high  : 

Oh  haplefs  times  !  oh  that  we  had  been  born. 
When  Carthage  made  our  vanquifh'd  country  mourn ! 
Well  had  we  then  been  numbered  with  the  flain     70 
On  Trebia's  banks,  or  Cannae's  fatal  plain. 
Nor  afk  we  peace,  ye  powers,  nor  foft  repofe ; 
Give  us  new  wars,  and  multitudes  of  foes  ; 
Let  every  potent  city  arm  for  fight. 
And  all  the  neighbour  nations  round  unite;  75 

From  Median  Sufa  let  the  Parthians  come. 
And  Maffagetes  beyond  their  Ifter  roam  : 
Let   Elbe    and   Rhine's    unconquer'd  fprings   fend 

forth 
The  yellow  Suevi  from  the  fartheft  north  : 
Let  the  confpiring  world  in  arms  engage,  80 

And  fave  us  only  from  domeftic  rage. 
Here  let  the  holHle  Dacian  inroads  make. 
And  there  his  way  the  Gete  invader  take. 
Let  Caefar  in  Iberia  tame  the  foe  ; 
Let  Pompey  break  the  deadly  eaftern  bow. 
And  Rome  no  hand  unarm 'd  for  battle  know. 
But  if  Hefperia  ftand  condemn 'd  by  fate. 
And  ruin  on  our  name  and  nation  wait ; 
Now  dart  thy  thunder,  dread  almighty  fire. 
Let  all  thy  flaming  heavens  defcend  in  fire;  90 

On  chiefs  and  parties  hurl  thy  bolts  alike. 
And,  ere  their  crimes  have  made  them  guilty,  ftrike. 
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Is  it  a  caufe  fo  worthy  of  our  care. 
That  power  may  fall  to  this,  or  that  man's  ihare  ? 
Do  we  for  this  the  gods  and  confcience  brave,        95 
That  one  may  rule^  and  make  the  reft  a  flave  ? 
When  thus  ev'n  liberty  we  fcarce  fliould  buy. 
But  think  a  civil  war  a  price  too  high. 

Thus  groan  they  at  approaching  dire  events. 
And  thus  expiring  piety  laments.  100 

Mean- while  the  hoary  fire  his  years  deplores. 
And  age  that  former  miferies  reftores  : 
He  hates  his  weary  life  prolong'd  for  v/oe, 
Worfe  days  to  fee,  more  impious  rage  to  know. 
Then  fetching  old  examples  from  afar,  105 

'T  was  thus  (he  cries)  Fate  uftier'd  in  the  war : 
When  Cimbrians  fierce,  and  Libya's  fwarthy  lord. 
Had  fall'n  before  triumphant  Marius'  fword ; 
Yet  to  Minturnae's  marlli  the  victor  fled. 
And  hid  in  oozy  flags  his  exil'd  head.  110 

The  faithlefs  foil  the  hunted  chief  reliev'd. 
And  fedgy  waters  fortune's  pledge  receiv'd. 
Deep  in  a  dungeon  plung'd  at  length  he  lay. 
Where  gyves  and  rankling  fetters  eat  their  way^ 
And  noifome  vapours  on  his  vitals  prey. 
Ordain'd  at  eafe  to  dine  in  wretched  Rome,  116 

He  fufi*er'd  then,  for  wickednefs  to  come. 
In  vain  his  foes  had  arm'd  the  Cimbrian's  hand. 
Death  will  not  always  wait  upon  command ; 
About  to  ftrike,  the  flave  with  horror  ftiook,        i  zo 
The  ufelefs  fteel  his  locfening  gripe  forfook ; 
Thick  flafliing  flames  a  light  unufual  gave. 
And  fudden  flione  around  the  gloomy  cave  ; 
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Dreadful  the  Gods  of  guilt  before  him  flood. 

And  Marius  terrible  in  future  blood;  125 

When  thus  a  voice  began :  Rafh  man  forbear. 

Nor  touch  that  head  which  fate  refolves  to  fpare ; 

Thoufands  are  doom'd  beneath  his  arm  to  bleed. 

And  countlefs  deaths  before  his  own  decreed ; 

Thy  wrath  and  purpofe  to  dellroy  is  vain  :  130 

Would'il:  thou  avenge  thee  for  thy  nation  flain  ? 

Preferve  this  man ;  and  in  fome  coming  day 

The  Cimbrian  flaughter  well  he  lliall  repay. 

No  pitying  god,  no  power  to  mortals  good. 

Could  fave  a  falvage  wretch  who  joy'd  in  blood :  135 

But  Fate  referv'd  him  to  perform  its  doom. 

And  be  the  minifter  of  wrath  to  Rome. 

By  fwelling  feas  too  favourably  toft. 

Safely  he  reach'd  Numidia's  hoftile  coaft  ;  139 

There,  driven  from  man,  to  wilds  he  took  his  way ; 

And  on  the  earth,  where  once  he  conquer'd,  lay ; 

There  in  the  lone  unpeopled  defert  field. 

Proud  Carthage  in  her  ruins  he  beheld ; 

Amidft  her  afhes  pleas 'd  he  fat  him  down. 

And  joy'd  in  the  deftru6lion  of  the  town.  145 

The  genius  of  the  place,  with  mutual  hate, 

Rear'd  its  fad  head,  and  fmil'd  at  Marius'  fate ; 

Each  with  delight  furvey'd  their  fallen  foe. 

And  each  forgave  the  gods,  that  laid  the  other  low. 

There  with  new  fury  was  his  foul  poffeft,  150 

And  Libyan  rage  colledled  in  his  breaft. 

Soon  as  returning  fortune  own'd  his  caufe. 

Troops  of  revolting  bond-men  forth  he  draws ; 
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Cut-throats  and  Haves  refort  to  his  command. 

And  arms  were  given  to  every  bafer  hand.  155 

None  worthily  the  leader's  ftandard  bore, 

Unllain'd  with  blood  or  blackeft  crimes  before  : 

Villains  of  fame,  to  fill  his  bands,  were  fought. 

And  to  his  camp  increafe  of  crimes  they  brought. 

Who  can  relate  the  horrors  of  that  day,  160 

When  firft  thefe  walls  became  the  vidlor's  prey  ! 

With  what  a  ftride  devouring  Slaughter  paft. 

And  fvvept  promifcuous  orders  in  her  hafte ! 

O'er  noble  and  plebeian  rang'd  the  fword  ; 

Nor  pity  or  remorfe  one  paufe  afford.  165 

The  Aiding  ftreets  with  blood  were  clotted  o'er. 

And  facred  temples  flood  in  pools  of  gore. 

The  ruthlefs  Heel,  impatient  of  delay. 

Forbade  the  fire  to  linger  out  his  day : 

It  ftruck  the  bending  father  to  the  earth,  170 

And  cropt  the  wailing  infant  at  his  birth. 

(Can  innocents  the  rage  of  parties  know. 

And  they  who  ne'er  offended  find  a  foe  ?) 

Age  is  no  plea,  and  childhood  no  defence. 

To  kill  is  all  the  murderer's  pretence.  175 

Rage  flays  not  to  inquire  who  ought  to  die. 

Numbers  mufl  fall,  no  matter  which,  or  why  ; 

Each  in  his  hand  a  griefly  vifage  bears. 

And  as  the  trophy  of  his  virtue  wears. 

Who  wants  a  prize,  flraight  rufhes  thro'  the  flreets,  1 80 

And  undiftinguifh'd  mows  the  firfl  he  meets  ; 

The  trembling  crowd  with  fear  officious  flrive. 

And  thofe  who  kifs  the  tyrant's  hand  furvive. 
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Oh  could  you  fall  (o  low,  degenerate  race  ! 

And  purchafe  fafety  at  a  price  (o  bafe  ?  i  S5 

What  though  the  fword  was  mafter  of  your  doom. 

Though  Marius  could  have  given  you  years  to  comcj, 

Can  Romans  live  by  infamy  fo  mean  ? 

But  foon  your  changing  fortune  fhifts  the  fcene ; 

Short  is  your  date ;  you  only  live  to  mourn  190 

Your  hopes  deceiv'd,  and  Sylla's  fwift  return. 

The  vulgar  falls,  and  none  laments  his  fate. 

Sorrow  has  hardly  leifure  for  the  great. 

What  tears  could  Baebius'  hafty  death  deplore  ! 

A  thoufand  hands  his  mangled  carcafe  tore  ;         195 

His  fcatter'd  entrails  round  the  ilreets  were  toft. 

And  in  a  moment  all  the  man  was  loft. 

Who  wept,  Antonius'  murder  to  behold, 

Whofe  movino;  tono-ue  the  mifchief  oft  foretold? 

Spite  of  his  age  and  eloquence  he  bled  ;  20a 

The  barbarous  foldier  fnatch'd  his  hoary  head  ; 

Dropping  he  bore  it  to  his  joyful  lord. 

And  while  he  feafted  plac'd  it  on  the  board. 

The  Craffi  both  by  Fimbria's  hand  were  flain. 

And  bleeding  magiftrates  the  pulpit  ftain.  20^ 

Then  did  the  doom  of  that  negleding  hand. 

Thy  fate,  O  holy  Scaevola,  command  ; 

In  vain  for  fuccour  to  the  gods  he  flies. 

The  prieft  before  the  Veftal  altar  dies : 

A  feeble  ftream  pour'd  forth  the  exhaufted  fire,    210 

And  fpar'd  to  quench  the  everliving  fire. 

The  feventh  returning  Fafces  now  appear. 

And  bring  ftefrt  Marius'  lateft  deftin'd  year : 
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Thus  the  long  toils  of  changing  life  o'erpaft. 
Hoary  and  full  of  days  he  breath 'd  his  laft.  215 

While  Fortune  frown'd,  her  fiercelt  wrath  he  bore. 
And  while  ihe  fmil'd  enjoy'd  her  amplefl  power  : 
All  various  turns  of  good  and  bad  he  knew. 
And  prov'd  the  moft  that  chance  or  fate  could  do. 

What  heaps  of  llain  the  Colline  gate  did  yield  !  220 
What  bodies  Hrew'd  the  Sacriportan  field. 
When  empire  was  ordain'd  to  change  her  feat. 
To  leave  her  Rome,  and  make  Prsnefte  great ! 
When  the  proud  Samnites  troops  the  Hate  defy'd. 
In  terms  beyond  their  Caudine  treaty's  pride.      225 
Nor  Sylla  with  lefs  cruelty  returns. 
With  equal  rage  the  fierce  avenger  burns : 
What  blood  the  feeble  city  yet  retain'd. 
With  too  fevere  a  healing  hand  he  drain'd : 
Too  deeply  was  the  fearching  Heel  employ 'd,       230 
What  maladies  had  hurt,  the  leach  deftroyM. 
The  guilty  only  were  of  life  bereft: 
Alas !  the  guilty  only  then  were  left. 
DifTembled  hate  and  rancour  rang'd  at  will. 
All  as  they  pleas'd  took  liberty  to  kill;  235 

And  while  revenge  no  longer  fear'd  the  laws. 
Each  private  murder  was  the  public  caufe. 
The  leader  bade  deftroy  :  and  at  the  word. 
The  mafter  fell  beneath  the  fervant's  fword. 
Brothers  on  brothers  were  for  gifts  beftow'd,        240 
And  fons  contended  for  their  father's  blood. 
For  refuge  fome  to  caves  and  forefts  fled ; 
Some  to  the  lonely  manfions  of  the  dead; 
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Some,  to  prevent  the  cruel  vidlor,  die ; 

Thefe  ftrangled  hang  from  fatal  beams  on  high ;  245 

While  thofe,  from  tops  of  lofty  turrets  thrown. 

Came  headlong  on  the  dalhing  pavement  down. 

Some  for  their  funerals  the  wood  prepare. 

And  build  the  facred  pile  with  hafty  care : 

Then  bleeding  to  the  kindling  flames  they  prefs,  250 

And  Roman  rites,  while  yet  they  may,  pofTefs. 

Pale  heads  of  Marian  chiefs  are  borne  on  high. 

And  heap'd  together  in  the  Forum  lie; 

There  join  the  meeting  flaughters  of  the  town. 

There  each  performing  villain's  deeds  are  known.  255 

No  fight  like  this  the  Thracian  ftables  knew, 

Antaeus'  Libyan  fpoils  to  thefe  were  few: 

Nor  Greece  beheld  fo  many  fuitors  fall. 

To  grace  the  Pifan  tyrant's  horrid  hall. 

At  length,  when  putrid  gore,  with  foul  difgrace,  260 

Hid  the  diftinguifli'd  features  of  the  face. 

By  night  the  miferable  parents  came. 

And  bore  their  fons  to  fome  forbidden  flame. 

Well  I  remember,  in  that  woeful  reign. 

How  I  my  brother  fought  amongft  the  flain ;        265 

Hopeful  by  fl:ealth  his  poor  remains  to  burn. 

And  clofe  his  aflies  in  a  peaceful  urn ; 

His  vifage  in  my  trembling  hand  I  bore. 

And  turn'd  pacific  Sylla's  trophies  o'er; 

Full  many  a  mangled  trunk  I  try'd,  to  fee  270 

Which  carcafe  with  the  head  would  bell  agree. 

Why  fliould  my  grief  to  Catulus  return. 

And  tell  the  vidim  offer 'd  at  his  urn ; 
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When,  ftruck  with  horror,  the  relenting  fliade 
'Beheld  his  wrongs  too  cruelly  repay'd?  275 

I  favv  where  Marius'  haplefs  brother  Hood, 
With  limbs  all  torn,  and  cover'd  o'er  with  blood; 
A  thoufand  gaping  wounds  increased  his  pain. 
While  weary  life  a  pafTage  fought  in  vain ; 
That  mercy  ftill  his  ruthlefs  foes  deny,  280 

And,  whom  they  mean  to  kill,  forbid  to  die. 
This  from  the  wrift  the  fuppliant  hands  divides. 
That  hews  his  arms  from  off  his  naked  fides ; 
One  crops  his  breathing  noftrils,  one  his  ears. 
While  from  the  roots  his  tongue  another  tears;    285 
Panting  awhile  upon  the  earth  it  lies. 
And  with  mute  motion  trembles  ere  it  dies : 
Lafl,  from  the  facred  caverns  where  they  lay. 
The  bleeding  orbs  of  fight  are  rent  away.  289 

Can  late  pofterity  believe,  whene'er  -* 

This  tale  of  Marius  and  his  foes  they  hear,  S 

They  could  inflid  fo  much,  or  he  could  bear  ?        ) 
Such  is  thtf  broken  carcafe  feen  to  lie, 
Crufh'd  by  fome  tumbling  turret  from  on  high ; 
Such  to  the  fliore  the  fhipwreckt  corfe  is  borne,  295 
By  rending  rocks  and  greedy  monfters  torn. 
Miftaken  rage !  thus  mangling  to  difgrace. 
And  blot  the  lines  of  Marius'  hated  face  ! 
What  joy  can  Sylla  take,  unlefs  he  know 
And  mark  the  features  of  his  dying  foe  ?  300 

Fortune  beheld,  from  her  Prseneftine  fane. 
Her  helplefs  worfhipers  around  her  flain ; 
One  hour  of  fate  was  common  to  them  all. 
And  like  one  man  ihe  faw  a  people  fall. 
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Then  dy'd  the  lufty  youth  in  manly  bloom,  305 

Hefperia's  flower,  and  hope  for  times  to  come ; 

Their  blood,  Rome's  only  ftrength,  diftains  the  fold, 

Ordain'd  th'  affembling  centuries  to  hold. 

Numbers  have  oft  been  known,  on  fea  and  land. 

To  fmk  of  old  by  death's  deftruftive  hand  ;  310 

Battles  with  multitudes  have  ftrown  the  plain. 

And  many  periih  on  the  ftormy  main : 

Earthquakes  deftroy,  malignant  vapours  blaft. 

And  plagues  and  famines  lay  whole  nations  wafte : 

Butjuftice,  fure,  was  never  feen,  till  now,  31c 

To  maffacre  her  thoufands  at  a  blow. 

Satiety  of  death  the  vidlors  prove. 

And  flowly  through  th'  incumbering  ruin  move : 

So  many  fall,  there  fcarce  is  room  for  more. 

The  dying  nod  on  thofe  who  fell  before;  320 

Crouding  in  heaps  their  murderers  they  aid. 

And,  by  the  dead,  the  living  are  o'erlaid. 

Mean  while  the  ftern  dictator,  from  on  high. 

Beholds  the  {laughter  with  a  fearlefs  eye ;' 

Nor  fighs,  to  think  his  dread  commands  ordain   325 

So  many  thoufand  wretches  to  be  flain. 

Amidft  the  Tiber's  waves  the  load  is  thrown. 

The  torrent  rolls  the  guilty  burden  down; 

Till  rifing  mounds  obftru6l  his  watery  way. 

And  carcafes  the  gliding  veffels  ftay.  330 

But  foon  another  flream  to  aid  him  rofe. 

Swift  o'er  the  fields  a  crimfon  deluge  flows : 

The  Tufcan  river  fwells  above  his  fliores. 

And  floating  bodies  to  the  land  rellores : 
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Struggling  at  length  he  drives  h's  ruHiing  flood,  335 

And  dyes  the  Tyrrhene  ocean  round  with  blood. 

Could  deeds  like  thefe  the  glorious  flile  demand 

Of  proiperous,  and  faviour  of  the  land  ? 

Could  this  renown,  could  thefe  atchievements  build 

A  tomb  for  Sylla  in  the  Martian  field?  340 

Again,  behold  the  circling  woes  return. 

Again  the  curfe  of  civil  wars  we  mourn ; 

Battles  and  blood,  and  vengeance,  fhall  fucceed. 

And  Rome  once  more  by  Roman  hands  fhall  bleed. 

Or  if,  for  hourly  thus  our  fears  prefage,  345 

With  wrath  more  fierce  the  prefent  chiefs  iTiall  rage. 

Mankind  ihall  fome  unheard-of  plagues  deplore. 

And  groan  for  miferies  unknown  before. 

Marius  an  end  of  exile  only  fought ; 

Sylla  to  crulh  a  hated  faction  fought ;  350 

A  larger  recompence  thefe  leaders  claim. 

And  higher  is  their  vail  am.bition's  aim : 

Could  thefe  be  fatisfy'd  with  Sylla's  power  ; 

Nor,  all  he  had  poffefling,  alk  for  more  ; 

Neither  had  force  and  impious  arms  employed.     355 

Or  fought  for  that  which  guiltlefs  each  enjoyM. 

Thus  wept  lamenting  age  o'er  haplefs  Rome, 
Remembering  evils  pail,  and  dreading  thofe  to  come. 

But  Brutus*  temper  fail'd  not  with  the  reft. 
Nor  with  the  common  weaknefs  was  oppreft  ; 
Safe  and  in  peace  he  kept  his  manly  breaft. 
'T  was  when  the  folemn  dead  of  night  came  on. 
When  bright  Califto  with  her  Ihining  fon 
Now  half  their  circle  round  the  pole  had  run ; 
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When  Brutus,  on  the  bufy  times  intent,  361; 

To  virtuous  Cato's  humble  dwelling  went : 
Waking  he  found  him,  careful  for  the  ftate. 
Grieving  and  fearing  for  his  country's  fate; 
For  Rome,  and  wretched  Rome,  alone  he  fear'd; 
•Secure  within  himfelf,  and  for  the  vvorft  prepar'd.  370 

To  him  thus  Brutus  fpoke :  O  thou,  to  whom 
Forfaken  Virtue  flies,  as  to  her  home, 
Driv'n  out,  and  by  an  impious  age  oppreft. 
She  finds  no  room  on  earth  but  Cato's  breaft : 
There,  in  her  one  good  man,  Ihe  reigns  fecure,    375 
Fearlefs  of  vice,  or  fortune's  hoftile  power. 
Then  teach  my  foul,  to  doubt  and  error  prone. 
Teach  me  a  refolution  like  thy  own. 
Let  partial  favour,  hopes,  or  intereft  guide, 
3y  various  motives,  all  the  world  befide. 
To  Pompey's,  or  ambitious  Casfar's  fide; 
Thou,  Cato,  art  my  leader.     Whether  peace     382 
And  calm  repofe  amidft  thefe  ftorms  fliall  pleafe : 
Or  whether  war  thy  ardour  Ihall  engage. 
To  gratify  the  madnefs  of  this  age. 
Herd  with  the  factious  chiefs,  and  urge  the  people's 

rage. 
The  ruffian,  bankrupt,  loofe  adulterer. 
All  who  the  power  of  laws  and  juftice  fear. 
From  guilt  learn  fpecious  reafons  for  the  war. 
By  ftarving  want  and  wickednefs  prepar'd,  390 

Wifely  they  arm  for  fafety  and  reward. 
But,  oh  !  what  caufe,  what  reafon,  canft  thou  find  ? 
Art  thou  to  arms  for  love  of  arms  inclin'd  ? 
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Haft  thou  the  manners  of  this  age  withftood. 

And  for  fo  many  years  been  fingly  good. 

To  be  repay 'd  with  civil  wars  and  blood  ? 

Let  thofe  to  vice  inur'd  for  arms  prepare. 

In  thee  't  will  be  impiety  to  dare  ; 

^referve  at  leaft,  ye  gods,  thefe  hands  from  war. 

Nor  do  thou  meanly  with  the  rabble  join,  400 

Nor  grace  their  caufe  with  fuch  an  arm  as  thine. 

To  thee,  the  fortune  of  the  fatal  field 

Inclining,  unaufpicious  fame  ihall  yield; 

Each  to  thy  fword  fhould  prefs,  and  wiih  to  be 

Imputed  as  thy  crime,  and  charged  on  thee.        405 

Happy  thou  wert,  if  with  retirement  bleft,  -j 

Which  noife  and  fadion  never  fhould  moleft,  > 

Nor  break,  the  facred  quiet  of  thy  breaft ;  3 

Where  harmony  and  order  ne'er  fhould  ceafe. 

But  every  day  fhould  take  its  turn  in  peace.         410 

So,  in  eternal  fteddy  motion,  roll 

The  radiant  fpheres  around  the  flarry  pole  : 

Fierce  lightnings,  meteors,  and  the  winter's  florm. 

Earth  and  the  face  of  lower  heaven  deform, 

Whilft  all  by  nature's  laws  is  calm  above ;  415 

No  tempeft  rages  in  the  court  of  Jove. 

Light  particles  and  idle  atoms  fly, 

Tofs'd  by  the  winds,  and  fcatter'd  round  the  fky; 

While  the  more  folid  parts  the  force  refill. 

And  fix'd  and  ftable  on  the  centre  reft.  420 

Caefar  fhall  hear  with  joy,  that  thou  art  join'd 

With  fighting  fadions,  to  difturb  mankind : 

Though  fworn  his  foe,  he  fhall  applaud  thy  choice, 

•And  think  his  wicked  war  approv'd  by  Cato's  voice, 
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See  1  how  to  fwell  their  mighty  leader's  Hate       42^ 

The  confuls  and  the  fervile  fenate  wait  : 

Ev'n  Cato's  felf  to  Pompey's  yoke  muft  bow. 

And  all  mankind  are  flaves  but  Czefar  now. 

If  war,  however,  be  at  laft  our  doom. 

If  we  muft  arm  for  Liberty  and  Rome:  430 

While  undecided  yet  their  fate  depends, 

Caefar  and  Pompey  are  alike  my  friends ; 

Which  party  I  Ihall  choofe,  is  yet  to  know. 

That  let  the  war  decide ;  who  conquers  is  my  foe. 

Thus  fpoke  the  youth.  When  Cato  thus  expreft  435 
The  facred  counfels  of  his  inmoft  breaft : 

Brutus !  with  thee,  I  own  the  crime  is  great; 
With  thee,  this  impious  civil  war  I  hate ; 
But  Virtue  blindly  follows,  led  by  Fate. 
Anfwer  yourfelves,  ye  gods,  and  fet  me  free ;     440 
If  I  am  guilty,  *tis  by  your  decree. 
If  yon  fair  lamps  above  Ihould  lofe  their  light. 
And  leave  the  wretched  world  in  endlefs  night ; 
If  Ghaos  ihould  in  heaven  and  earth  prevail. 
And  univerfal  nature's  frame  Ihould  fail :  445 

What  Stoic  would  not  the  misfortune  Ihare, 
And  think  that  defolation  worth  his  care  ? 
Princes  and  nations  whom  wide  feas  divide. 
Where  other  ftars  far  diftant  heavens  do  guide. 
Have  brought  their  enfigns  to  the  Roman  fide. 
Forbid  it,  gods !  when  barbarous  Scythians  come 
From  their  cold  north,  to  prop  declining  Rome, 
That  I  Ihould  fee  her  fall,  and  fit  fecure  at  home. 
As  fome  unhappy  fire  by  death  undone, 
Robb*d  of  his  age's  joy,  hi^  only  fon,  45.5 
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Attends  the  funeral  with  pious  care. 

To  pay  his  laft  paternal  office  there ; 

Takes  a  fad  pleafure  in  the  crowd  to  go. 

And  be  himfelf  part  of  the  pompous  woe; 

Then  waits  till,  every  ceremony  paft,  460 

His  own  fond  hand  may  light  the  pile  at  laft. 

So  iix'd,  fo  faithful  to  thy  caafe,  O  Rome, 

With  fuch  a  conftancy  and  love  I  come, 

Refolv'd  for  thee  and  liberty  to  mourn. 

And  never!  never  from  your  fides  be  torn;  465 

Refolv'd  to  follow  ftill  your  common  fate. 

And  on  your  very  names,  and  laft  remains  to  wait. 

Thus  let  it  be,  fince  thus  the  gods  ordain ; 

Since  hecatombs  of  Romans  muft  be  flain, 

Affift  the  facrifice  with  every  hand,  470 

And  give  them  all  the  ftaughter  they  demand. 

O !  were  the  gods  contented  with  my  fall. 

If  Cato's  life  could  anfvver  for  you  all. 

Like  the  devoted  Decius  would  I  go. 

To  force  from  either  fide  the  mortal  blow. 

And  for  my  country's  fake,  wilh  to  be  thought  her 

foe. 
To  me,  ye  Romans,  all  your  rage  confine. 
To  me,  ye  nations  from  the  barbarous  Rhine, 
Let  all  the  wounds  this  war  fhall  make  be  mine. 
Ppen  my  vital  ftreams,  and  let  them  run. 
Oh,  let  the  purple  facrifice  atone 
For  all  the  ills  off*ending  Rome  has  done. 
If  flavery  be  all  the  faftion's  end,  483 

If  chains  the  prize  for  which  the  fools  contend. 
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To  me  convert  the  war,  let  me  be  flain ; 

Me,  only  me,  who  fondly  ftrive,  in  vaini 

Their  ufelefs  laws  and  freedom  to  maintain : 

So  may  the  tyrant  fafely  mount  his  throne, 

And  rule  his  flaves  in  peace,  when  I  am  gone. 

Howe'er,  fmce  free  as  yet  from  his  command,     490 

For  Pompey  and  the  commonwealth  we  Hand. 

Nor  he,  if  fortune  fhould  attend  his  arms. 

Is  proof  againft  ambition's  fatal  charms; 

But,  urg'd  with  greatnefs,  and  defire  of  fway. 

May  dare  to  make  the  vanquifh'd  world  his  prey.  495 

Then,  left  the  hopes  of  empire  fwell  his  pride. 

Let  him  remember  I  was  on  his  fide ; 

Nor  think  he  conquer'd  for  himfelf  alone. 

To.  make  the  harveft  of  the  war  his  own,  499 

Where  half  the  toil  was  ours.    So  fpoke  the  fage 

His  words  the  liftcning  eager  youth  engage 

Too  much  to  love  of  arms,  and  heat  of  civil  rage 

Now  'gan  the  fun  to  lift  his  dawning  light. 
Before  him  fled  the  colder  fliades  of  night ; 
When  lo!  the  founding  doors  are  heard  to  turn,    505 
Chafte  Martia  comes  from  dead  Hortenfius'  urn. 
Once  to  a  better  hufband's  happier  bed. 
With  bridal  rites,  a  virgin  was  fhe  led  : 
When,  every  debt  of  love  and  duty  paid. 
And  thrice  a  parent  by  Lucina  made,  510 

The  teeming  matron,  at  her  lord's  command. 
To  glad  Hortenfius  gave  her  plighted  hand ; 
With  a  fair  ftock  his  barren  houfe  to  grace  ; 
And  iningle  by  the  mother's  fide  the  race. 


J 


LUCAN's    PHARSALIA,    Book  II.  it 

At  length  this  hufband  in  his  afties  laid,  515 

And  every  rite  of  due  religion  paid, 

JForth  from  his  monument  the  mournful  dame. 

With  beaten  breafts,  and  locks  difhevel'd,  came  ; 

Then  with  a  pale  dejefled  rueful  look. 

Thus  pleafmg,  to  her  former  lord  ihe  fpoke :       520 

While  nature  yet  with  vigour  fed  my  veins. 
And  made  me  equal  to  a  mother's  pains. 
To  thee  obedient,  I  thy  houfe  forfook. 
And  to  my  arms  another  hufband  took  : 
My  powers  at  length  with  genial  labours  worn,    525 
Weary  to  thee,  and  wafted,  I  return. 
At  length  a  barren  wedlock  let  me  prove. 
Give  me  the  name,  without  the  joys  of  love ; 
No  more  to  be  abandon^,  let  me  come. 
That  Cato's  ivife  may  live  upon  my  tomb.  530 

5o  fhall  my  truth  to  lateft  times  be  read. 
And  none  (hall  afk  if  guiltily  I  fled. 
Or  thy  command  eftrang'd  me  from  thy  bed. 
Nor  alk  I  now  thy  happinefs  to  (hare, 
I  feek  thy  days  of  toil,  thy  nights  of  care :  535 

Give  me,  with  thee,  to  meet  my  country's  foe. 
Thy  weary  marches  and  thy  camps  to  know; 
Nor  let  pofterity  with  ftiame  record, 
Cornelia  follow'd,  Martia  left  her  lord. 

She  faid :  The  hero's  manly  heart  was  mov'd,  540 
^ And  the  chafte  matron's  virtuous  fuit  approv'd. 
And  though  the  times  far  differing  thoughts  demand. 
Though  war  difTents  from  Hymen's  holy  band ; 
c  3 
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In  plain  unfolemn  wife  his  faith  he  plights. 

And  calls  the  gods  to  view  the  lonely  rites.  54^ 

No  garlands  gay  the  chearful  portal  crownM, 

Nor  woolly  fillets  wove  the  polls  around  ; 

No  genial  bed  with  rich  embroidery  graced. 

On  ivory  Heps  in  lofty  ftate  was  plac'd ;  549 

No  hymeneal  torch  preceding  fhone,  j 

No  matron  put  the  towery  frontlet  on,  > 

Nor  bade  her  feet  the  facred  threfhold  fhun.  J 

No  yellow  veil  was  loofely  thrown,  to  hide 

The  rifmg  blulhes  of  the  trembling  bride ; 

No  glittering  zone  her  flowing  garments  bound,  555 

Nor  fparkling  gems  her  neck  encompafs'd  round ; 

No  filken  fcarf,  nor  decent  winding  lawn. 

Was  o'er  her  naked  arms  and  (boulders  drawn  : 

But,  as  flie  was,  in  funeral  attire. 

With  all  the  fadnefs  forrow  could  infpire,  560 

With  eyes  dejefled,  with  a  joylefs  face. 

She  met  her  hufband^s,  like  a  fon's  embrace. 

No  Sabine  mirth  provokes  the  bridegroom's  ears. 

Nor  fprightly  wit  the  glad  affembly  chears. 

No  friends,  not  ev*n  their  children,  grace  the  feafl,  565 

Brutus  attends,  their  only  nuptial  gueft  : 

He  ftands  a  witnefs  of  the  filent  rite. 

And  fees  the  melancholy  pair  unite. 

Nor  he,  the  chief,  his  facred  vifage  chear'd. 

Nor  fmooth'd  his  matted  locks,  or  horrid  beard  ;  570 

Nor  deigns  his  heart  one  thought  of  joy  to  know. 

But  met  his  Martia  with  the  fame  ftem  brow. 
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(For  when  he  faw  the  fatal  fadlions  arm. 
The  coming  war,  and  Rome's  impending  harm ; 
Regardlefs  quite  of  every  other  care,  575 

Unihorn  he  left  his  loofe  negle6led  hair; 
Rude  hung  the  hoary  honours  of  his  head. 
And  a  foul  growth  his  mournful  cheeks  o'erfpread. 
No  llings  of  private  hate  his  peace  infefl, 
Kor  partial  favour  grew  upon  his  breaft ;  580 

But,  fafe  from  prejudice,  he  kept  his  mind 
Free,  and  at  leifure  to  lament  mankind.) 
Nor  could  his  former  love's  returning  fire,  T 

The  warmth  of  one  connubial  wifh  infpire,  > 

But  ilrongly  he  withftood  the  juft  defire.  J 

Thefe  were  the  ftridler  manners  of  the  man. 
And  this  the  ftubborn  courfe  in  which  they  ran ; 
The  golden  mean  unchanging  to  purfue, 
Conftant  to  keep  the  purpos'd  end  in  view; 
Religioufly  to  follow  nature's  laws,  590 

And  die  with  pleafure  in  his  country's  caufe. 
To  think  he  was  not  for  himfelf  defign'd. 
But  born  to  be  of  ufe  to  all  mankind. 
To  him  't  was  feafting,  hunger  to  reprefs ; 
And  home-fpun  garments  were  his  collly  drefs  :   595 
No  marble  pillars  rear'd  his  roof  on  high, 
'T  was  warm,  and  kept  him  from  the  winter  fky : 
He  fought  no  end  of  marriage,  but  increafe. 
Nor  wifh'd  a  pleafure,  but  his  country's  peace  : 
That  took  up  all  the  tendereft  parts  of  life,  600 

His  country  was  his  children  and  his  wife, 
c  4 
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From  juftice*  righteous  lore  he  never  fwervM, 

But  rigidly  his  honefty  preferv'd. 

On  univerfal  good  his  thoughts  were  bent. 

Nor  knew  what  gain,  or  felf-afFedlion  meant ;      60^ 

And  while  his  benefits  the  public  Ihare, 

Cato  was  always  laft  in  Cato*s  care. 

Meantime,  the  trembling  troops,  by  Pompey  led, 
Hally  to  Phrygian  Capua  were  fled. 
Refolving  here  to  fix  the  moving  war,  610 

He  calls  his  fcatter'd  legions  from  afar ; 
Here  he  decrees  the  daring  foe  to  wait. 
And  prove  at  once  the  great  event  of  fate ; 
Where  Apennine's  delightful  ihades  arife. 
And  lift  Hefperia  lofty  to  the  fkies.  615 

Between  the  higher  and  inferior  fea. 
The  long-extended  mountain  takes  his  way  ; 
J*ifa  and  Ancon  bound  his  floping  fides, 
Wafti'd  by  the  Tyrrhene  and  Dalmatic  tides ;      619 
Rich  in\he  treafure  of  his  watery  ftores, 
A  thoufand  living  fprings  and  ftreams  he  pours. 
And  feeks  the  different  feas  by  different  fhores. 
From  his  left  falls  Cruflumium's  rapid  flood. 
And  fwift  Metaurus  red  with  Punic  blood; 
There  gentle  Sapis  with  Ifaurus  joins,  625 

Arid  Sena  there  the  Senones  confines; 
Rough  Aufidus  the  meeting  ocean  braves. 
And  laflies  on  the  lazy  Adrians  waves ; 
Hence  vaft  Eridanus  with  matchlefs  force. 
Prince  of  the  Hreams,  direds  his  regal  courfe ;   630 
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Proud  with  the  fpoils  of  fields  and  woods  he  flo\vs> 

And  drains  Hefperia's  rivers  as  he  goes. 

His  facred  banks,  in  ancient  tales  renown'd, 

Firft  by  the  fpreading  poplar's  fhade  were  crown'd; 

When  the  fun's  fiery  fteeds  forfook  their  way,     635 

And  downward  drew  to  earth  the  burning  day  : 

When  every  flood  and  ample  lake  was  dry. 

The  Po  alone  his  channel  could  fupply. 

Hither  ra(h  Phaeton  was  headlong  driven. 

And  in  thefe  waters  quench'd  the  flames  of  heaven.  640 

Nor  wealthy  Nile  a  fuller  ftream  contains. 

Though  wide  he  fpreads  o'er  Egypt's  flatter  plains; 

Nor  Ifter  rolls  a  larger  torrent  down. 

Sought  he  the  fea  with  waters  all  his  own; 

But  meeting  floods  to  him  their  homage  pay,       645 

And  heave  the  blended  river  on  his  way. 

Thefe  from  the  left ;  while  from  the  right  there  come 

The  Rutuba  and  Tiber  dear  to  Rome ; 

Thence  Aides  Vulturnus*  fwift-defcending  flood. 

And  Sarnus  hid  beneath  his  mifty  cloud ;  650 

Thence  Lyris,  whom  the  Veftin  fountains  aid. 

Winds  to  the  fea  through  clofe  Marica's  ftiade  ; 

Thence  Siler  through  Salernian  paftures  falls. 

And  fliallow  Macra  creeps  by  Luna's  walls. 

Bordering  on  Gaul  the  loftieil  ridges  rife,  655 

And  the  low  Alps  from  cloudy  heights  defpife ; 

Thence  his  long  back  the  fruitful  mountain  bows. 

Beneath  the  Umbrian  and  the  Sabine  plows ; 

The  race  primaeval,  natives  all  of  old. 

His  vVoody  rocks  within  their  circuit  hold  ;  660 
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Far  as  Hefperia's  utmoft  limits  pafs. 
The  hilly  father  runs  his  mighty  mafs; 
Where  Juno  rears  her  high  Lacinian  fane. 
And  Scylla's  raging  dogs  moleft  the  main. 
Pnce,  farther  yet  ('tis  faid)  his  way  he  took,      66^ 
Till  through  his  fide  the  feas  confpiring  broke; 
And  ftill  we  fee  on  fair  Sicilians  fands 
Where,  part  of  Apennine,  Pelorus  Hands. 
But  Caefar  for  dellruftion  eager  burns. 
Free  paffages  and  bloodlefs  ways  he  fcorns  ;  67O 

In  fierce  confliding  fields  his  arms  delight. 
He  joys  to  be  oppos'd,  to  prove  his  might, 
Refullefs  through  the  widening  breach  to  go,       * 
To  burft  the  gate,  to  lay  the  bulwark  low. 
To  burn  the  villages,  to  wafte  the  plains,  675 

And  maffacre  the  poor  laborious  fwains. 
Abhorring  law,  he  choofes  to  offend. 
And  blufties  to  be  thought  his  country's  friend. 
The  Latian  cities  now,  with  bufy  care. 
As  various  they  inclin'd,  for  arms  prepare.         680 
Though  doom'd  before  the  war's  firft  rage  to  yield. 
Trenches  they  dig,  and  ruin'd  walls  rebuild; 
Huge  ftone  and  darts  their  lofty  towers  fupply. 
And  guarded  bulwarks  menace  from  on  high. 
To  Pompey's  part  the  proner  people  lean,  685 

Though  Caefar's  ftronger  terrors  Hand  between. 
So.  when  the  blafts  of  founding  Aufter  blow. 
The  waves  obedient  to  his  empire  flow ; 
And  though  the  Ilormy  god  fierce  Eurus  frees, 
•  And  fends  him  rulhing  ctofs  tlie  fwelling  feas ;    6gp 
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Spite  of  his  force,  the  billows  yet  retain 

Their  former  courfe,  and  that  way  roll  the  main ; 

The  lighter  clouds  with  Eurus  driving  fweep. 

While  Aufter  ftill  commands  the  watery  deep. 

Still  fear  too  fure  e'er  vulgar  minds  prevails,        695 

And  faith  before  fuccefsful  fortune  fails. 

Etruria  vainly  trufts  in  Libo's  aid. 

And  Umbria  by  Thermus  is  betray'd  ; 

Sylla,  unmindful  of  his  father's  fame, 

fled  at  the  dreadful  found  of  Ca;far's  name.         700 

Soon  as  the  horfe  near  Auximon  appear. 

Retreating  Varus  owns  his  abjefl  fear. 

And  with  a  coward's  hafte  neglefts  his  rear ; 

On  flight  alone  intent,  without  delay. 

Through  rocks  and  devious  woods  he  wings  liis  way. 

Th'  Efculean  fortrefs  Lentulus  forfakes,  706 

A  fwift  purfuit  the  fpeedy  vid:or  makes ; 

All  arts  of  threats  and  promifes  apply'd. 

He  wins  the  faithlefs  cohorts  to  his  fide. 

The  leader  with  his  enfigns  fled  alone,  710 

To  Caefar  fell  the  foldier,  and  the  town. 

Thou,  Scipio,  too  doft  for  retreat  prepare  ; 
Thou  leav'ft  Luceria,  trufted  to  thy  care  ; 
Though  troops  well  try'd  attend  on  thy  command, 
(The  Roman  power  can  boaft  no  braver  band)     715 
By  wily  arts  of  old  from  Caefar  rent, 
Againft;  the  hardy  Parthians  were  they  fent ; 
But  their  firft  chief  the  legion  now  obeys. 
And  Pompey  thus  the  Gallic  lofs  repays ; 
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Aid  to  his  foe  too  freely  he  affords,  720 

And  lends  his  liollile  father  Roman  fwords. 

But  in  Corfinium  bold  Domitius  lies. 
And  from  his  walls  th'  advancing  power  defies  5 
Secure  of  heart,  for  all  events  prepared. 
He  heads  the  troops  once  bloody  Milo's  guard.    725 
Soon  as  he  fees  the  cloudy  duft  arife. 
And  glittering  arms  refled  the  funny  ikies  : 
Away,  companions  of  my  arms  !  he  cry'd. 
And  hafte  to  guard  the  river's  fedgy  fide  :  729 

Break  down  the  bridge.     And  thou  that  dwell'ft 

below. 
Thou  watery  god,  let  all  thy  fountains  go. 
And  rulhing  bid  thy  foamy  torrent  flow  ; 
Swell  to  the  utmoft  brink  thy  rapid  ftream,  733 

Bear  down  the  planks,  and  every  floating  beam; 
Upon  thy  banks  the  lingring  war  delay. 
Here  let  the  headlong  chief  be  taught  to  flay; 
'T  is  vidory  to  flop  the  vidor's  way. 
'    He  ceas'd;  and,  ihooting  fwiftly  crofs  the  plain. 
Drew  down  the  foldier  to  the  flood  in  vain. 
For  Caefar  early  from  the  neighbouring  field,       746 
The  purpofe  to  obftruft  his  march  beheld : 
Kindling  to  wrath,  oh  bafeft  fear  !   (he  cries) 
To  whom  nor  towers,  nor  fheltering  walls  fufiice. 
Are  thefe  your  coward  ftratagems  of  war? 
Hope  you  with  brooks  my  conquering  arms  to  bar?  745 
Though  Nile  and  Ifl:er  fhould  my  way  control. 
Though  fvvelling  Ganges  ihould  to  guard  you  rolU  » 
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What  ftreams,  what  floods  foe'er  athwart  me  fall. 

Who  pafs'd  the  Rubicon  fhall  pafs  them  all. 

Hafte  to  the  pafTage  then,  my  friends.  He  faid;  750 

Swift  as  a  ftorm  the  nimble  horfe  obey'd ; 

Acrofs  the  ftream  their  deadly  darts  they  throw. 

And  from  their  ftation  drive  the  yielding  foe : 

The  vidors  at  their  eafe  the  ford  explore. 

And  pafs  the  undefended  river  o'er.  755 

The  vanquifh'd  to  Corfinium's  ftrength  retreat. 

Where  warlike  engines  round  the  ramparts  threat. 

Clofe  to  the  wall  the  creeping  njinea  lies. 

And  mighty  towers  in  dread  approaches  rife. 

.     But  fee  the  ftain  of  war!  the  foldier's  fhamel  760 

And  vile  difhonour  of  the  Latian  name  1 

The  faithlefs  garrifon  betray  the  town. 

And  captive  drag  their  valiant  leader  down. 

The  noble  Roman,  fearlefs,  though  in  bands. 

Before  his  haughty  fellow-fubjeft  Hands,  765 

With  looks  ered,  and  with  a  daring  brow. 

Death  he  provokes,  and  courts  the  fatal  blow  : 

But  Caefar's  arts  his  inmoft  thoughts  defcry. 

His  fear  of  pardon,  and  defire  to  die. 

From  me  thy  forfeit  life  (he  faid)  receive,  770 

And,  though  repining,  by  my  bounty  live ; 

That  all,  by  thy  example  taught,  may  know. 

How  Caefar's  mercy  treats  a  vanquifh'd  foe : 

Still  arm  againft  me,  keep  thy  hatred  ftill. 

And  if  thou  conquer'ft,  ufe  thy  conqueft,  kill.     775 

Returns  of  love,  or  favour,  feek  I  none; 

Nor  give  thy  life  to  bargain  for  my  own.* 
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So  faying,  on  the  inftant  he  commands 

To  loofe  the  galling  fetters  from  his  hands. 

Oh  fortune  !  better  were  it,  he  had  dy'd,  780 

And  fpar'd  the  Roman  iliame,  and  Caefar's  pride. 

What  greater  grief  can  on  a  Roman  feize. 

Than  to  be  forc'd  to  live  on  terms  like  thefe  I 

To  be  forgiven,  fighting  for  the  laws. 

And  need  a  pardon  in  his  country's  caufe  !  785 

Struggling  with  rage,  undaunted  he  repreft 

The  fwelling  pafhons  in  his  labouring  breaft ; 

Thus  murmuring  to  himfelf :  Wilt  thou  to  Rome, 

Bafe  as  thou  art,  and  feek  thy  lazy  home  ? 

To  war,  to  battle,  to  deftrudlion  fly,  790 

And  halle,  as  it  becomes  thee  well,  to  die; 

Provoke  the  woril:  efFefts  of  deadly  ftrife. 

And  rid  thee  of  this  Caefar's  gift,  this  life. 

Meanwhile,  unknowing  of  the  captiv'd  chief, 
Pompey  prepares  to  march  to  his  relief.  795 

He  means  the  fcattering  forces  to  unite. 
And  with  increafe  of  ftrength  expeft  the  fight. 
Refolving  with  the  following  fun  to  move, 
Firft  he  decrees  the  foldier's  heart  to  prove : 
Then  into  words  like  thefe,  rever'd,  he  broke,  800 
The  filent  legions  liftening  while  he  fpoke : 

Ye  brave  avengers  of  your  country's  wrong. 
You  who  to  Rome  and  liberty  belong ; 
Whofe  breads  our  fathers  virtue  truly  warms, 
Whofe  hands  the  fcnate's  facred  order  arms  ;       805 
With  chearful  ardor  meet  the  coming  fight. 
And  pray  the  gods  to  fmile  upon  the  right. 
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Behold  the  mournful  view  Hefperia  yields. 
Her  flaming  villages  and  wafted  fields ! 
See  where  the  Gauls  a  dreadful  deluge  flow,        810 
And  fcom  the  boundaries  of  Alpine  fnow. 
Already  Caefar's   fword  is  ftain*d  in  blood. 
Be  that,  ye  gods,  to  us  an  omen  good ; 
That  glory  ftill  be  his  peculiar  care. 
Let  him  begin,  while  we  fuftain  the  war.  815 

Yet  call  it  not  a  war  to  which  we  go  ; 
We  feek  a  malefaftor,  not  a  foe ; 
Rome's  awful  injur 'd  majefty  demands 
The  punifliment  of  traitors  at  our  hands. 
If  this  be  war,  then  war  was  wag'd  of  old,  820 

By  curft  Cethegus,  Catiline  the  bold. 
By  every  villain's  hand  who  durft  confpire 
In  murder,  robbery,  or  midnight  fire. 
Oh  wretched  rage  !  thee,  Caefar,  fate  defign'd 
To  rank  amongft  the  patrons  of  mankind;  S25 

With  brave  Camillus  to  enrol  thy  fame. 
And  mix  thee  with  the  great  Metelli's  name  : 
While  to  the  Cinna's  thy  fierce  foul  inclines. 
And  with  the  flaughter-loving  Marii  joins. 
Since  then  thy  crimes,  like  theirs,  for  juftice  call,  830 
Beneath  our  axe's  vengeance  fhalt  thou  fall : 
Thee  rebel  Carbo's  fentence,  thee  the  fate 
Of  Lepidus  and  bold  Sertorius  wait. 
Believe  me  yet  (if  yet  I  ambeliev'd). 
My  heart  is  at  the  tafk  unpleafmg  griev'd:  835 

I  mourn  to  think  that  Pompey's  hand  was  chofe. 
His  Julia's  hoftile  father  to  oppofe. 
And  mark  the6  down  amongft  the  Roman  foes. 
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Oh  that,  return'd  in  fafety  from  the  eaft. 

This  province  vidor  Craflus  had  poffeft ;  84^ 

New  honours  to  his  name  thou  might'ft  afford. 

And  die  like  Spartacus  beneath  his  fword : 

Like  him  have  fall'n  a  vidlim  to  the  laws. 

The  fame  th'  avenger,  and  the  fame  the  caufe. 

But  iince  the  gods  do  otherwife  decree,  845 

And  give  thee,  as  my  lateft  palm,  to  me ; 

Again  my  veins  confefs  the  fervent  juice. 

Nor  has  my  hand  forgot  the  javelin's  ufe. 

And  thou  fhalt  learn,  that  thofe  who  humbly  know 

To  peace  and  juft  authority  to  bow,  850 

Can,  when  their  country's  caufe  demands  their  care, 

Refume  their  ardor,    and  return  to  war. 

But  let  him  think  my  former  vigour  fled; 

Diftruft  not,  you,  your  general's  hoary  head ; 

The  marks  of  age  and  long -declining  years,         855 

Which  I  your  leader,  his  whole  army  wears : 

Age  ftill  is  fit  to  counfel,  or  command. 

But  falters  in  an  unperforming  hand. 

Whate'er  fuperior  power  a  people  free 

Could  to  their  fellow-citizens  decree,  860 

AH  lawful  glories  have  my  fortunes  known. 

And  reach'd  all  heights  of  greatnefs  but  a  crown; 

Who  to  be  more,  than  Pompey  was,  defires. 

To  kingly  rule,  and  tyranny  afpires. 

Amidft  my  ranks,  a  venerable  band,  26^ 

The  Confcript  Fathers  and  the  Confuls  ftand. 

And  fliall  the  fenate  and  the  vanquifh'd  ftate 

Upon  victorious  Caefar's  triumph  wait  ? 
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Forbid  it,  gods,  in  honour  of  mankind ! 

Fortune  is  not  (o  fhamelefs,  nor  fo  blind.  870 

What  fame  atchiev'd,  what  unexampled  praife. 

To  thefe  high  hopes  the  daring  hero  raife  ? 

Is  it  his  age  of  war,  for  trophies  calls 

His  two  whole  years  fpent  on  the  rebel  Gauls  ? 

Is  it  the  hoftile  Rhine  forfook  with  halle  ?  875 

Is  it  the  fhoaly  channel  which  he  paft. 

That  Ocean  huge  he  talks  of?  does  he  boaft 

His  flight  on  Britain's  new-difcover'd  coaft  ? 

Perhaps  abandon'd  Rome  new  pride  fupplies. 

He  views  the  naked  town  with  joyful  eyes. 

While  from  his  rage  an  armed  people  flies. 

But  know,  vain  man,  no  Roman  fled  from  thee ; 

They  left  their  walls,  'tis  true ;  but  'twas  to  follow  me. 

Me,  who  ere  twice  the  moon  her  orb  renew'd. 

The  pirates  formidable  fleet  fubdu'd:  885 

Soon  as  the  fea  my  fliining  enflgns  bore, 

Vanquifli'd  they  fled,  and  fought  the  fafer  fliore ; 

Humbly  content  their  forfeit  lives  to  fave. 

And  take  the  narrow  lot  my  bounty  gave. 

By  me  the  mighty  Mithridates  chac'd  890 

Through  all  the  windings  of  his  Pontus  pafs'd. 

He  who  the  fate  of  Rome  delay'd  fo  long. 

While  in  fufpenfe  uncertain  empire  hung ; 

He  who  to  Sylla's  fortune  fcorn'd  to  yield. 

To  my  prevailing  arms  reflgn'd  the  field  :  89  j 

Driv'nout  at  length,  and  prefs'd  where-e'er  he  fled. 

He  fought  a  grave  to  hide  his  vanquifli'd  head. 
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O'er  the  wide  world  my  various  trophies  rife. 

Beneath  the  vail  extent  of  diiiant  ildes ; 

Me  the  cold  Bear,  the  northern  climates  know,    900 

And  Phafls'  waters  through  my  conquells  flow  ; 

My  deeds  in  Egypt  and  Syene  live. 

Where  high  meridian  funs  no  ihadow  give. 

Hefperian  Bstis  my  commands  obeys. 

Who  rolls  remote  to  feek  the  weftern  feas,  905 

By  me  the  captive  Arabs  hands  were  bound. 

And  Colchians  for  their  ravifh'd  fleece  renown'd ; 

O'er  Afia  wide  my  conquering  enfigns  fpread, 

Armenia  me,  and  lofty  Taurus  dread  ; 

To  me  fubmit  Ciiicia's  warlike  powers,  910 

And  proud  Sophene  veils  her  wealthy  towers  ; 

The  Jev/s  I  tam'd,  who  with  religion  bow 

To  fome  myllerious  name,  which  none  befide  them 

know. 
Is  there  a  land,  to  fum  up  all  at  lafl,  9 1 4 

Through  which  my  arms  with  conqueft  have  not  pall  ? 
The  world,  by  me,  the  world  is  overcome. 
And  Ca:far  finds  no  enemy  but  Rome. 

He  faid.     The  crowd  in  dull  fufpenfion  hung. 
Nor  with  applauding  acclamations  rung ; 
No  chearful  ardour  waves  the  lifted  hand,  920 

Nor  military  cries  the  fight  demand. 
The  chief  perceiv'd  the  foldiers'  fire  to  f:iil. 
And  Caefar's  fame  forerunning  to  prevail ; 
His  eagles  he  withdraws  with  timely  care. 
Nor  trulls  Rome's  fates  to  fuch  uncertain  vvar.      925 
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As  when,  with  fury  flung  and  jealous  rage. 

Two  mighty  bulls  for  fovereignty  engage ; 

The  vanquifh'd  far  to  banifhment  removes. 

To  lonely  fields  and  unfrequented  groves  ; 

There,  for  a  while,  with  confcious  fhame  he  burns,  930 

And  tries  on  every  tree  his  angry  horns  : 

But  when  liis  former  vigour  Hands  confefl:. 

And  larger  mufcles  Ihake  his  ample  breaft. 

With  better  chance  he  faeks  the  fight  again. 

And  drives  his  rival  bellowing  o'er  the  plain  ;       935 

Then  uncontrol'd  the  fubjedl  herd  he  leads. 

And  reigns  the  mailer  of  the  fruitful  meads. 

Unequal  thus  to  Csefar,  Pompey  yields 

The  fair  dominion  of  Hefperia's  fields: 

Swift  through  Apulia  march  his  flying  pov/ers,     940 

And  feek  the  fafety  of  Brundufium's  towers. 

This  city  a  Didlaean  people  hold. 

Here  plac'd  by  tall  Ath^inian  barks  of  old  ; 

When  with  falfe  omens  from  the  Cretan  fhore. 

Their  fable  fails  victorious  Thefeus  bore.  945 

Here  Italy  a  narrow  length  extends. 

And  in  a  fcanty  flip  projedled  ends. 

A  crooked  mole  around  the  waves  fhe  winds. 

And  in  her  folds  the  Adriatic  binds.  949 

Nor  yet  the  bending  fhores  could  form  a  bay,  1 

Did  not  a  barrier  ifle  the  winds  delay,  > 

And  break  the  feas  tempefluous  in  their  way.  i 

Huge  mounds  of  rocks  are  plac'd  by  nature's  handj 

To  guard  around  the  hofpitable  flrand ; 
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To  turn  the  ftorm,  repulfe  the  rufhing  tide,  955 

And  bid  the  anchoring  bark  iecurely  ride. 
Hence  Nereus  wide  the  liquid  main  difplays. 
And  fpreads  to  various  ports  his  watery  ways ; 
Whether  the  pilot  from  Corcyra  Hand, 
Or  for  Illyrian  Epidamnus'  ftrand.  960 

Hither  when  all  the  Adriatic  roars. 
And  thundering  billows  vex  the  double  fnores ; 
When  foible  clouds  around  the  welkin  fpread. 
And  fi-owning  ilorms  involve  Ceraunia's  head ; 
When  white  with  froth  Calabrian  Safon  lies,        965 
Hither  the  tempeil-beaten  veflel  flies. 

Now  Pompey,  on  Hefperia's  utmoll  coall 
Sadly  furvey'd  how  all  behind  was  lofl; 
Nor  to  Iberia  could  he  force  his  way  ; 
Long  interpofmg  Alps  his  pafTage  Hay.  970 

At  length  amongft  the  pledges  of  his  bed. 
He  chofe  his  eldeft-born ;  aftd  thus  he  faid  : 

Hafle  thee,  my  fon  !  to  every  dillant  land. 
And  bid  the  nations  roufe  at  my  command  : 
Where  fam'd  Euphrates  flows,  or  where  the  Nile  975 
With  muddy  waves  improves  the  fattening  foil ; 
Where-e'er  difFus'd  by  viftory  and  fame. 
Thy  father's  arms  have  borne  the  Roman  name. 
Bid  the  Cihcian  quit  the  ihore  again. 
And  ftretch  the  fvvelling  canvas  on  the  main  :       9^0 
Bid  Ptolemy  with  my  Tigranes  come. 
And  bold  Pharnaces  lend  his  aid  to  Rome, 
Through  each  Armenia  fpread  the  loud  alarm. 
And  bid  the  cold  Riphean  mountains  arm. 
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Pontus  and  Scythia*s  wandering  tribes  explore,     9^5 
The  Euxine  and  Maeotis'  icy  fhore; 
Where  heavy-loaded  wains  flow  journeys  take. 
And  print  with  groaning  wheels  the  frozen  lake. 
But  wherefore  ftiould  my  words  delay  thy  hafte  ? 
Scatter  my  wars  around  through  all  the  eaft.        990 
Summon  the  vanquifh*d  world  to  fliare  my  fate. 
And  let  my  triumphs  on  my  enfigns  wait. 
But  you  whofe  names  the  Roman  annals  bear. 
You  who  diilinguilh  the  revolving  year  ; 
Ye  confuls  !  to  Epirus  ftraight  repair,  995 

With  the  firft  northern  winds  that  wing  the  air; 
From  thence  the  powers  of  Greece  united  raife. 
While  yet  the  wintery  year  the  war  delays. 

So  fpoke  the  chief;  his  bidding  all  obey  ; 
Their  fliips  forfake  the  port  without  delay. 
And  fpeed  their  paflage  o'er  the  yielding  way. 

But  Cajfar,  never  patient  long  in  peace. 
Nor  trufting  in  his  fortune's  prefent  face  ; 
Clofely  purfues  his  flying  fon  behind. 
While  yet  his  fate  continued  to  be  kind.  1005 

Such  towns,  fuch  fortrefles,  futh  hoftile  force. 
Swept  in  the  torrent  of  one  rapid  courfe  ; 
Such  trains  of  long  fuccefs  attending  ftill. 
And  Rome  herfelf  abandon'd  to  his  wUl; 
Rome,  the  contending  parties  nobleft  prize,       10 10 
To  every  wifli  but  Casfar's  might  fuffice. 
But  he  with  empire  iir'd  and  vaft  defires. 
To  all,  and  nothing  lefs  than  all,  afpires ; 
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He  reckons  not  the  part,  while  aught  remain'd 

Great  to  be  done,  or  mighty  to  be  gain'd.         1015 

Though  Italy  obey  his  wide  command. 

Though  Pompey  linger  on  the  fartheft  ftrand. 

He  grieves  to  think  they  tread  one  common  land 

His  heart  difdains  to  brook  a  rival  power, 

Ev'n  on  the  utmoft  margin  of  the  fhore  ;  1020 

Nor  would  he  leave,  or  earth,  or  ocean  free; 

The  foe  he  drives  from  lands,  he  bars  from  fea. 

With  moles  the  opening  flood  he  would  reftrain, 

V/ould  block  the  port,  and  intercept  the  main  ; 

But  deep  devouring  feas  his  toil  deride. 

The  plunging  quarries  fmk  beneath  the  tide. 

And  yielding  fands  the  rocky  fragments  hide. 

Thus,  if  huge  Gaurus  headlong  Ihould  be  thrown. 

In  fathomlefs  Avernus'  deep  to  drown  ; 

Or  if  from  fair  Sicilia's  diftant  ftrand,  1030 

Eryx  uprooted  by  fome  giant  hand. 

If,  ponderous  with  his  rocks,  the  mountain  vafl, 

Amidft  the  wide  ^gean  fhould  be  caft ; 

The  rolling  waves  o'er  either  mafs  would  flow. 

And  each  be  loft  within  the  depths  below.  1035 

When  no  firm  bafis  for  his  work  he  found. 

But  ftill  it  fail'd  in  ocean's  faithlefs  ground, 

Huge  trees  and  barks  In  mafliy  chains  he  bound. 

For  planks  and  beams  he  ravages  the  wood. 

And  the  tough  boom  extends  acrofs  the  flood.    1040 

Such  was  the  road  by  haughty  Xerxes  made. 

When  o'er  the  Hellefpont  his  bridge  he  laid. 
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Vaft  was  the  tafk,  and  daring  the  defign, 
Europe  and  Afia's  diftant  fhores  to  join. 
And  make  the  world's  divided  parts  combine. 
Proudly  he  pafs'd  the  flood  tumultuous  o'er,      1046 
Fearlefs  of  waves  that  beat,  and  winds  that  rear  : 
Then  fpread  his  fails,  and  bid  the  land  obey. 
And  through  mid  Athos  find  his  fleet  a  way. 
Like  him  bold  Caefar  yok'd  the  fwelling  tide,     1050 
Like  him  the  boifterous  elements  defy'd  ; 
This  floating  bank  the  ftraitening  entrance  bound. 
And  riflng  turrets  trembled  on  the  mound. 
But  anxious  cares  revolve  in  Pompey's  breaft. 
The  new  furrounding  fliores  his  thoughts  moled;  1055 
Secret  he  meditates  the  means,  to  free 
And  fpread  the  war  wide-ranging  o'er  the  fea. 
Oft  driving  on  the  work  with  well-fiU'd  fails. 
The  cordage  ftretching  with  the  frefliening  gales. 
Ships  with  a  thundering  ftiock  the  mole  divide,  1060 
And  through  the  watery  breach  fecurely  glide. 
Huge  engines  oft  by  night  their  vengeance  pour. 
And  dreadful  flioot  from  far  a  fiery  fliower  ; 
Through  the  black  fliade  the  darting  flame  defcends. 
And  kindling  o'er  the  wooden  wall  extends.        1065 
At  length  arriv'd  with  the  revolving  night. 
The  chofen  hour  appointed  for  his  flight ; 
He  bids  his  friends  prevent  the  feamen's  roar. 
And  fall  the  deafening  clamours  on  the  fliore  ; 
No  trumpets  may  the  watch  by  hours  renew,      1070 
Nor  founding  fignals  call. aboard  the  crew. 
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The  heavenly  Maid  her  courfe  had  almoU  run. 

And  Libra  waited  on  the  rifing  fun ; 

When  hufh'd  in  filence  deep  they  leave  the  land :    n 

No  loud-mouth'd  voices  call  with  hoarfe  command,  > 

To  heave  the  flooky  anchors  from  the  fand.  J 

Lowly  the  careful  mailer's  orders  pall. 

To  brace  the  yards,  and  rear  the  lofty  mall; 

Silent  they  fpread  the  fails,  and  cables  haul. 

Nor  to  their  mates  for  aid  tumultuous  call.         1080 

The  chief  himfelf  to  fortune  breath'd  a  prayer. 

At  length  to  take  him  to  her  kinder  care ; 

That  fwiftly  he  might  pafs  the  liquid  deep. 

And  lofe  the  land  which  fhe  forbad  to  keep. 

Hardly  the  boon  his  niggard  fate  allowed,  1085 

Unwillingly  the  murmuring  feas  were  plow'd ; 

The  foamy  furrows  roar'd  beneath  his  prow. 

And  founding  to  the  ihore  alarm*d  the  foe. 

Straight  through  the  town  their  fwift  purfuit  they  fped, 

(For  wide  her  gates  the  faithlefs  city  fpread)      1090 

Along  the  winding  port  they  took  their  way. 

But  griev'd  to  find  the  fleet  had  gained  the  fea. 

Caifar  with  rage  the  leffening  fails  defcries. 

And  tliinks  the  conquell  mean,  though  Pompey  flies. 

A  narrow  pafs  the  horned  mole  divides,  *) 

Narrow  as  that  where  Euripus'  flrong  tides  > 

Beat  on  Euboean  Chalcis'  rocky  fides  :  3 

Here  two  tall  fhips  become  the  vidtor's  prey  ; 

Jull  in  the  iirait  they  lluck  ;  the  foes  belay  ; 

The  crooked  grappling's  ft'eely  hold  they  call,   1 100 

Then  drag  them  to  the  hoftile  Ihore  with  halle. 
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Here  civil  flaughter  firft  the  Tea  profanes. 

And  purple  Nereus  blufh'd  in  guilty  ftains. 

The  reft  purfue  their  courfe  before  the  wind, 

Thefe  of  the  rear-moft  only  left  behind.  1105 

So  when  the  Pegafaean  Argo  bore 

The  Grecian  heroes  to  the  Colchian  fhore  ; 

Earth  her  Cyanean  iflands  floating  fent. 

The  bold  adventurers  paffage  to  prevent ; 

But  the  fam'd  bark  a  fragment  only  loft,  mo 

While  fwiftly  o'er  the  dangerous  gulf  ftie  croft  : 

Thundering  the  mountains  met,  and  ihook  the  main. 

But  move  no  more,  fince  that  attempt  was  vain. 

Now  through  night's  ihr.de  the  early  dawning  broke. 

And  changing  Ikies  the  coming  fun  befpoke  ;       n  1 5 

As  yet  the  morn  was  dreft  in  dufky  white. 

Nor  purpled  o'er  the  eaft  with  ruddy  light ; 

At  length  the  Pleiads  fading  beams  gave  way. 

And  dull  Bootes  languilh'd  into  day  ; 

Each  larger  ftar  withdrew  his  fainting  head,        1 1 20 

And  Lucifer  from  ftronger  Phcebus  fled  ; 

When  Pompey,  from  Hefperia's  hoftile  fliore 

Efcaping,  for  the  azure  offing  bore. 

O  hero,  happy  once,  once  ftil'd  the  Great ! 

What  turns  prevail  in  thy  uncertain  fate  !  1 125 

How  art  thou  chang'd  fince  fovereign  of  the  main. 

Thy  natives  cover'd  o'er  the  liquid  plain  ! 

When  the  fierce  pirates  fled  before  thy  prou',         "^ 

Where-ever  waves  could  waft,  or  winds  could  blow  I  > 

But  fortune  is  grown  weary  of  thee  now,  J 
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With  thee,  thy  fons,  and  tender  wife,  prepare 

The  toils  of  war  and  banifhment  to  bear ; 

And  holy  houihold-gods  thy  forrows  fhare. 

And  yet  a  mighty  exile  Ihalt  thou  go. 

While  nations  follow  to  partake  thy  woe.  1 135 

Far  lies  the  land  in  which  thou  art  decreed, 

Unjuftly,  by  a  villain's  hand  to  bleed. 

Nor  think  the  gods  a  death  fo  diftant  doom. 

To  rob  thy  afhes  of  an  urn  in  Rome ; 

But  fortune  favourably  removed  the  crime,         1 140 

And  forc'd  the  guilt  on  Egypt's  curfed  clime  ; 

The  pitying  powers  to  Italy  were  good. 

And  fav'd  her  from  the  llain  of  Pompey's  blood. 
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BOOK       III. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

The  Third  Book  begins  with  the  relation  of  Pompey's  dream  In 
his  Voyage  from  Italy.  Caefar,  who  had  driven  him  from 
thence,  after  fending  Curio  to  provide  corn  in  Sicily,  returns 
to  Rome  :  there,  difdainlng  the  fingle  oppofition  of  L.  Metel- 
lus,  then  tribune  of  the  people,  he  breaks  open  the  Temple  of 
Saturn,  and  feizes  on  the  public  treafure.  Then  follows  an 
account  of  the  feveral  different  nations  that  took  part  with 
Pompey.  From  Rome  Caefar  pafles  into  Gaul,  where  the 
Maffilians,  who  were  inclinable  to  Pompey,  fend  an  embafly 
to  propofe  a  neutrality;  this  Caefar  refufes.  and  befieges  the 
town.  But  meeting  with  more  difficulties  than  he  expedled, 
he  leaves  C.  Trebonius  his  lieutenant  before  Maffilia,  and 
marches  himfelf  into  Spain,  appointing  at  the  fame  time  D. 
Brutus,  Admiral  of  a  navy  which  he  had  built  and  fitted  out 
with  great  expedition.  The  Maffilians  likewife  fend  out  their 
fleet,  but  are  engaged  and  beaten  at  fea  by  Bratus. 

rpH  ROUGH  the  mid  ocean  now  the  navy  fails. 

Their  yielding  canvas  ilretch'd  by  fouthern  gales. 
Each  to  the  vail  Ionian  turns  his  eye. 
Where  feas  and  jQcies  the  profpeft  wide  fupply  : 
But  Pompey  backward  ever  bent  his  look,  5 

Nor  to  the  laft  his  native  coaft  forfook. 
His  watery  eyes  the  lefTening  objeds  mourn. 
And  parting  fhores  that  never  Ihall  return  j 
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Still  the  lov'd  land  attentive  they  purfae. 

Till  the  tall  hills  are  veil'd  in  cloudy  blue. 

Till  all  is  loll:  in  air,  and  vanifli'd  from  his  view. 

At  length  the  weary  chieftain  funk  to  reft. 

And  creeping  {lumbers  footh'd  his  anxious  breaft ;        Jj 

When,  lo  !  in  that  fhort  moment  of  repofe,  « 

His  Julia's  ihade  a  dreadful  vifion  rofe  ;  l^ 

Through  gaping  earth  her  ghaftly  head  Ihe  rear'd. 

And  by  the  light  of  livid  flames  appear'd. 

Thy  impious  arms  (flie  cry'd)  my  peace  infeft. 

And  drive  me  from  the  manfions  of  the  bleft  : 

No  more  Elyfmm's  happy  fields  I  know,  20 

Dragg'd  to  the  guilty  Stygian  fhades  below  : 

I  faw  the  Fury's  horrid  hands  prepare 

New  rage,  new  flames  to  kindle  up  thy  war. 

The  fire  no  longer  trufts  his  fmgle  boat. 

But  navies  on  the  joylefs  river  float.  25 

Capacious  hell  complains  for  want  of  room. 

And  feeks  new  plagues  for  multitudes  to  come. 

Her  nimble  hands  each  fatal  fifter  plies. 

The  fifters  fcarcely  to  the  tafk  fuflice.  29 

When  thou  wert  mine,  what  laurels  croWn'd  thy  head  I 

Now  thou  haft  chang'd  thy  fortune  with  thy  bed. 

In  an  ill  hour  thy  fecond  choice  was  made. 

To  flaughter  thou,  like  Crafl'as,  art  betray'd. 

Death  is  the  dower  Cornelia's  love  affords. 

Ruin  ftill  waits  upon  her  potent  lords  :  35 

While  yet  my  afties  glow'd,  flie  took  my  place. 

And  came  a  harlot  to  thy  loofe  embrace. 

But  let  her  partner  of  thy  warfare  go. 

Let  her  by  land  and  Tea  thy  labours  know  ; 
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In  all  thy  broken  fleeps  I  will  be  near,  40 

In  all  thy  dreams  fad  Julia  Ihall  appear. 
Your  loves  fliall  find  no  moment  for  delight. 
The  day  ihall  all  be  Cx-far's,  mine  the  night. 
Not  the  dull  ftream,  where  long  oblivions  roll. 
Shall  blot  thee  out,  my  hufband,  from  my  foul.     45 
The  powers  beneath  my  conilancy  approve. 
And  bid  me  follow  wherefoe'er  you  rove. 
Amidft  the  joining  battles  will  I  ftand. 
And  ftill  remind  thee  of  thy  plighted  hand.  49 

Nor  think,  thofe  facred  ties  no  more  remain ;  -\ 

The  fword  of  war  divides  the  knot  in  vain,  > 

That  very  war  Ihall  make  thee  mine  again.  "* 

The  phantom  fpoke,  and,  gliding  from  the  place. 
Deluded  her  allonilTi'd  lord's  embrace. 
vBut  he,  though  gods  forewarn  him  of  his  fate,       5  5 
And  furies  with  deftrudion  threatening  wait. 
With  new  refolves  his  conllant  bofom  warms. 
And  fure  of  ruin  rulhes  on  to  arms. 
What  mean  thefe  terrors  of  the  night  ?  he  cries  ; 
Why  dance  thefe  vifions  vain  before  our  eye^  ?       60 
Or  endlefs  apathy  fucceeds  to  death. 
And  fenfe  is  loll  with  our  expiring  breath ; 
Or,  if  the  foul  fome  future  life  fhall  know. 
To  better  worlds  immortal  ihall  ihe  go  : 
Whate'er  event  the  doubtful  queftion  clears,  65 

Death  muft  be  ftill  unworthy  of  our  fears. 

Now  headlong  to  the  well  the  fun  was  fled. 
And  half  in  feas  obfcur'd  his  beamy  head ; 
Such  feems  the  moon,  while,  growing  yet,  ihe  fliines. 
Or  waining  from  her  fuller  orb  declines :  70 
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When  hofpitable  ihores  appear  at  hand. 
Where  fair  Dyrrachium  fpreads  her  friendly  Urand. 
The  feamen  furl  the  canvas,  ftrike  the  maft. 
Then  dip  their  nimble  oars,  and  landward  hafte. 

Thus,  while  they  fled,  and  leflening  by  degrees  75 
The  navy  feem'd  to  hide  beneath  the  feas ; 
Cxfar,  though  left  the  mafter  of  the  field. 
With  eyes  unpleas'd  the  foes  efcape  beheld  : 
With  fierce  impatience  victory  he  fcorns. 
And,  viewing  Pompey's  flight,  his  fafety  mourns.  80 
To  vanquifh  feems  unworthy  of  his  care, 
Unlefs  the  blow  decides  the  lingering  war. 
No  bounds  his  headlong  vafh  ambition  knows. 
Nor  joys  in  ought,  though  fortune  all  bellows. 
At  length  his  thoughts  from  arms  and  vengeance  ceafe. 
And  for  awhile  revolve  the  arts  of  peace ;  86 

Careful  to  purchafe  popular  applaufe. 
And  gain  the  lazy  vulgar  to  his  caufe. 
He  knew  the  conilant  pradlice  of  the  great. 
That  thofe  who  court  the  vulgar  bid  them  eat.        90 
When  pinch 'd  with  want,  all  reverence  they  withdraw; 
For  hungry  multitudes  obey  no  law  : 
Thus  therefore  factions  make  their  parties  good. 
And  buy  authority  and  power  with  food. 
The  murmurs  of  the  many  to  prevent,  95 

Curio  to  fruitful  Sicily  is  fent. 
Of  old  the  fwclling  feas  impetuous  tide 
Tore  the  fair  ifland  from  Hefperia's  fide  : 
Still  foamy  wars  the  jealous  waves  maintain. 
For  fear  the  neighbouring  lands  fliould  join  again.  100 
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Sardinia  too,  renown'd  for  yellow  fields. 

With  Sicily  h*er  bounteous  tribute  yields  ; 

No  lands  a  glebe  of  richer  tillage  boaft. 

Nor  waft  more  plenty  to  the  Roman  coaft  : 

Not  Libya  more  abounds  in  wealthy  grain,  105 

Nor  with  a  fuller  harvefl  fpreads  the  plain ; 

Though  northern  winds  their  cloudy  treafures  bear. 

To  temper  well  the  foil  and  fultry  air. 

And  fattening  rains  increafe  the  profperous  year. 

This  done,  to  Rome  his  way  the  leader  took  :   no 
His  train  the  rougher  Ihews  of  war  forfook  ; 
No  force,  no  fears  their  hands  unarmed  bear. 
But  looks  of  peace  and  gentlenefs  they  wear. 
Oh  !  had  he  now  his  country's  friend  return'd. 
Had  none  but  barbarous  foes  his  conquelt  mournM ;  1 1 5 
What  fwarming  crowds  had  ifTued  at  the  gate. 
On  the  glad  triumph's  lengthening  train  to  wait  ! 
How  might  his  wars  in  various  glories  fnine. 
The  ocean  vanquilh'd,  and  in  bonds  the  Rhine  ! 
How  would  his  lofty  chariot  roll  along,  120 

Through  loud  applaufes  of  the  joyful  throng  ! 
How  might  he  view  from  high  his  captive  thralls. 
The  beauteous  Britons,  and  the  noble  Gauls ; 
But,  oh  !  what  fatal  honours  has  he  won ! 
How  is  his  fame  byvidory  undone!  125 

No  cheerful  citizens  the  viftor  meet. 
But  hulh'd  with  awful  dread  his  pafTage  greet. 
He  too  the  horrors  of  the  croud  approv'd, 
Joy'd  in  their  fears,  and  wilh'd  not  to  be  lov'd. 

Now  fteepy  Anxur  paft,  and  the  moift  way,      1 30 
Which  o'er  the  faithlefs  Pomtine  marlhes  lay  ; 
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Through  Scythian  Dian's  Aricinian  grove, 
Caefar  approach'd  the  fane  of  Alban  Jove. 
Thither  with  yearly  rites  the  confuls  come. 
And  thence  the  chief  furvey'd  his  native  Rome  :  155 
Wondering  awhile  he  view'd  her  from  afar. 
Long  from  his  eyes  withheld  by  dirtant  war. 
Fled  they  from  thee.  Thou  Seat  of  Gods !  (he.cry'd) 
Ere  yet  the  fortune  of  the  fight  was  tryM  ? 
If  thou  art  left,  what  prize  can  earth  afford,         140 
Worth  the  contention  of  the  warrior's, fword  ? 
Well  for  thy  fafety  now  the  gods  provide. 
Since  Parthian  inroads  fpare  thy  naked  fide ; 
Since  yet  no  Scythians  and  Pannonians  join. 
Nor  warlike  Daci  with  the  Getes  combine  ;  145 

No  foreign  armies  are  againft  thee  led. 
While  thou  art  curft  with  fuch  a  coward  head. 
A  gentler  fate  the  heavenly  powers  bellow, 
A  Civil  War,  and  Casfar  for  thy  foe.  149 

He  faid;  and  llraight  the  frighted  ci^y  fought :  -% 
The  city  with  confufion  wild  was  fraught,  > 

And  labouring  ihook  with  every  dreadful  thought.  •* 
They  think  he  comes  to  ravage,  fack,  and  burn ; 
Religion,  gods,  and  temples  to  o'erturn. 
Their  fears  fuggeft  him  willing  to  purfue  155 

Whatever  ills  unbounded  power  can  do. 
Their  hearts  by  one  lew  paffion  only  move. 
Nor  dare  ihew  hate,  nor  can  dilTemble  love. 
The  lurking  fathers,  a  difliearten'd  band,  159 

Drawn  from  their  houfcs  forth,  by  proud  command. 
In  Palatine  Apollo's  Temple  meet. 
And  fadly  view  the  conful's  empty  feat; 
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Ko  rods,  no  chairs  curule,  adorn  the  place. 
Nor  purple  magiftrates  th'  afTembly  grace. 
Casfar  is  all  things  in  himfelf  alone,  165 

The  lilent  court  is  but  a  looker-on  ; 
With  humble  votes  obedient  they  agree, 
To  what  their  mighty  fubjed  Ihall  decree  : 
Whether  as  King,  or  God,  he  will  be  fear*d> 
If  royal  thrones,  or  altars,  fiiall  be  rear'd.  170 

Ready  for  death,  or  banifhment,  they  iland. 
And  wait  their  doom  from  his  difpofmg  hand  : 
But  he,  by  fecret  Shame's  reproaches  ftaid, 
Blufh'd  to  command,  what  Rome  would  have  obeyM. 
Yet  Liberty,  thus  flighted  and  betray 'd,  175 

One  laft  effort  with  indignation  made  ; 
One  man  fhe  chofe  to  try  th'  unequal  fight. 
And  prove  the  power  of  juftice  againfl  might. 
While  with  rude  uproar  armed  hands  effay 
To  make  old  Saturn's  treafuring  fane  their  prey ;  1 80 
The  bold  Metellus,  carelefs  of  his  fate, 
Rufh'd  through,  and  itood  to  guard  the  Holy  Gate. 
So  daring  is  the  fordid  love  of  gold ! 
So  fearlefs  death  and  dangers  can  behold  ! 
Without  a  blow  defencelefs  fell  the  laws ;  185 

While  wealth,  the  bafeft,  moft  inglorious  caufe, 
Againil  opprefTmg  tyranny  makes  head. 
Finds  hands  to  fight,  and  eloquence  to  plead. 
The  buflling  tribune,  flruggling  in  the  croud. 
Thus  warns  the  vitlor  of  the  wrong  aloud  :  190 

Through  me,  thou  robber!   force  thy  horrid  way. 
My  facred  blood  fhall  flain  thy  impious  prey. 
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But  there  are  gods,  to  urge  thy  guilty  fate  ; 

Sure  vengeance  on  thy  facrilege  ihall  wait. 

Remember,  by  the  tribunes  curfe  purfued,  19^ 

Craflus,  too  late,  the  violation  rued. 

Pierce  then  my  breaft,  nor  ihall  the  crime  difpleafe. 

This  croud  is  us'd  to  fpedlacles  like  thefe. 

In  a  forfaken  city  are  we  left. 

Of  Virtue,  with  her  noblefl  fons  bereft.  200 

Why  feek'il:  thou  ours  ?  Is  there  not  foreign  gold? 
Towns  to  be  fack'd,  and  people  to  be  fold  ? 
With  thofe  reward  the  ruffian  foldier's  toil ; 
Nor  pay  him  with  thy  ruin'd  country's  fpoil. 
Hafl  thou  not  war  ?  Let  war  thy  wants  provide.  205 

He  fpoke.     The  vidlor,  high  in  wrath,  reply'd : 
Sooth  not  thy  foul  with  hopes  of  death  fo  vain. 
No  blood  of  thine  my  conqu'ring  fvvord  fhall  ftain. 
Thy  titles  and  thy  popular  command. 
Can  never  make  thee  worthy  Caefar's  hand.  210 

Art  thou  thy  country's  fole  defender  !   thou  I 
Can  Liberty  and  Rome  be  fall'n  fo  low  1 
Nor  time,  nor  chance  breed  fuch  confufions  yet?. 
Nor  are  the  mean  fo  rais'd,  nor  funk  the  great; 
But  laws  themfelves  would  rather  choofe  to  be      215 
Supprefs'd  by  Caefar,  than  preferv'd  by  thee. 

He  faid.     The  ftubborn  tribune  kept  his  place. 
While  anger  redden'd  on  the  warrior's  face ; 
His  wrathful  hand  defcending  grafp'd  his  blade. 
And  half  forgot  the  peaceful  part  he  play'd.         220 
When  Cotta,  to  prevent  the  kindling  fire. 
Thus  footh'd  the  rafn  Mctellus  to  retire  : 
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Where  kings  prevail,  all  Liberty  is  loft. 
And  none  but  he  who  reigns  can  freedom  boafl ; 
Some  Ihadow  of  the  blifs  thou  (halt  retain,  225 

Choofmg  to  do  what  fovereign  powers  ordain ; 
Vanquifh'd  and  long  accullom'd  to  fubmit. 
With  patience  underneath  our  loads  we  fit ; 
Our  chains  alone  our  flavifh  fears  excufe. 
While  we  bear  ill,  we  know  not  to  refufe.  230 

Far  hence  the  fatal  treafares  let  him  bear. 
The  feeds  of  mifchief,  and  the  caufe  of  war. 
Free  flates  might  well  a  lofs  like  this  deplore ; 
In  fervitude  none  mifs  the  public  ftore. 
And  'tis  the  curfe  of  kings  for  fubjecls  to  be  poor 

The  tribune  with  unwilling  fleps  withdrew,       236 
While  impious  hands  the  rude  aflault  renew  : 
The  brazen  gates  with  thundering  flrokes  refound. 
And  the  Tarpeian  mountain  rings  around. 
At  length  the  facred  ftore-houfe,  open  laid,  240 

The  hoarded  wealth  of  ages  part:  difplay'd  j 
There  might  be  feen  the  fums  proud  Carthage  fent. 
Her  long  impending  ruin  to  prevent. 
There  heap'd  the  Macedonian  treafures  fhone. 
What  great  Flaminius  and  -.'^milius  won 
From  vanquiih'd  Philip,  and  his  haplefs  fon. 
There  lay,  what  flying  Pyrrhus  loft,  the  gold 
Scorn'd  by  the  patriot's  honefty  of  old  : 
Whatever  our  pariimonious  fires  could  fave,  ■ 
What  tributary  gifts  rich  Syria  gave ; 
The  hundred  Cretan  cities  ample  fpoil  3 
What  Cato  gathered  fom  the  Cyprian  ille. 
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Riches  of  captive  kings  by  Pompey  born. 

In  happier  days  his  triumph  to  adorn. 

From  utmoft  India  and  the  rifmg  morn ; 

Wealth  infinite,  in  one  rapacious  day,  256 

Became  the  needy  foldiers  lawlefs  prey  : 

And  wretched  Rome,  by  robbery  laid  low. 

Was  poorer  than  the  bankrupt  Csefar  now. 

Meanwhile  the  world,  by  Pompey 's  fate  alarm 'd,  260 
Nations  ordain 'd  to  fhare  his  fall  had  arm'd. 
Greece  firft  with  troops  the  neighbouring  war  fupply'd. 
And  fent  the  youth  of  Phocis  to  his  fide  ; 
From  Cyrrha  and  Amphifa's  towers  they  mov'd. 
And  high  Parnaffus  by  the  Mufe  belov'd ;  265 

Cephiflus*  facred  flood  afliflance  lends. 
And  Dirce's  fpring  his  Theban  leaders  fends. 
Alphaeus  too  affords  his  Pifa's  aid  : 
By  Pifa's  wall  the  Hream  is  firft  convey'd. 
Then  feeks  through  fcas  the  lov'd  Sicilian  maid. 
From  Mamalus  Arcadian  ihepherds  fwarm,  271 

And  warriors  in  Herculean  Trachyn  arm  ; 
The  Dryopes  Chaonia's  hills  forfook. 
And  Sellai  left  Dodona's  filent  oak. 
Though  Athens  now  had  drain'd  her  naval  ftore,  275 
And  the  Phoebean  arfenal  was  poor. 
Three  Ihips  of  Salamis  to  Pompey  came. 
To  vindicate  their  ifle's  contefted  name. 
And  juftify  the  ancient  Attic  claim. 
Jove's  Cretan  people  haftening  to  the  war,  28-0 

The  Gnoflian  quiver  and  the  iliaft  prepare ; 
The  bending  bow  they  draw  with  deadly  art* 
And  rival  ev'n  the  fiying  Parthian' s  dart. 
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With  Athamans  who  in  the  woods  delight. 
With  Dardaii  Oriconians  unite  ;  285 

With  thefe  th*  Encheliae  who  the  name  partake. 
Since  Theban  Cadmus  firft  became  a  fnake  : 
The  Colchians  planted  on  Illyrian  fliores. 
Where  rufliing  down  Abfyrtos  foamy  roars  ; 
With  thofe  where  Peneus  runs,  and  hardy  fwains,  290 
Whofe  ploughs  divide  lolcos'  fruitful  plains. 
From  thence,  ere  yet  the  feaman's  art  was  taught. 
Rude  Argo  through  the  deep  a  pafTage  fought : 
She  firft  explored  the  dillant  foreign  land. 
And  fhew'dher  ftrangersto  the  wondering  ftrand  :  295 
Then  nations  nations  knew,  in  leagues  were  join'd. 
And  univerfal  commerce  mix'd  mankind. 
By  her  made  bold,  the  daring  race  defy'd 
The  winds  tempeftuous,  and  the  fwelling  tide : 
Much  (he  enlarg'd  deilruftion's  ample  power,      300 
And  open'd  ways  to  death  unknown  before. 
Then  Pholoe's  heights,  that  fabled  Centaurs  boall. 
And  Thracian  Hssmus  then  his  warriors  loft. 
Then  Strymon  was  forfook,  whofe  wintery  flood 
Commits  to  warmer  Nile  his  feather'd  brood  ;      305 
Then  bands  from  Cone  and  from  Peuce  came. 
Where  Ifter  lofes  his  divided  ftream  ; 
From  Idalis  where  cold  Ca'icus  flows. 
And  where  Ariftje,  thin,  her  fandy  furface  ftrows ; 
From  Pytane,  and  fad  Celens's  walls,  310 

Where  now  in  ftreams  the  vanquifli'd  Marfyas  falls  ; 
Still  his  lamenting  progeny  deplore 
Minerva's  tuneful  gift,  and  Phccbus'  power ; 
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While  through  fleep  banks  his  torrent  fwift  he  leads. 

And  with  M^eander  winds  among  the  meads.        315 

Proud  Lydia's  plains  fend  forth  her  wealthy  fons, 

Padtolus  there,  and  golden  Hermus  runs  : 

From  earth's  dark  womb  hid  treafares  they  convey. 

And  rich  in  yellow  waters  rife  to  day. 

From  Ilium  too  ill-oman'd  enfigns  move,  320  • 

Again  ordain'd  their  former  fate  to  prove ; 

Their  arms  they  rang'd  on  Pompey's  haplefs  fide. 

Nor  fought  a  chief  to  Dardan  kings  ally'd: 

Though  tales  of  Troy  proud  Csefar's  lineage  grace. 

With  great  ^neas  and  the  Julian  race.  325 

The  Syrians  fwift  Orontes'  banks  forfake. 

And  from  Idume's  palms  their  journey  take ; 

Damafcus  obvious  to  the  driving  wind. 

With  Ninos'  and  with  Gaza's  force  is  join'd. 

Unftable  Tyre  now  knit  to  firmer  ground,  330 

With  Sidon  for  her  purple  (hells  renown'd^ 

Safe  in  the  Cynofure,  their  glittering  guide. 

With  well-direded  navies  Hem  the  tide. 

Phoenicians  firft,  if  ancient  fame  be  true. 

The  facred  myftery  of  letters  knew;  335 

They  firft,  by  found  in  various  lines  defignM, 

Exprell  the  meaning  of  the  thinking  mind  ; 

The  power  of  words  by  figures  rude  convey'd. 

And  ufcful  fcience  everlafting  made. 

Then  Memphis,  ere  the  reedy  leaf  was  known,    340 

Engrav'd  her  precepts  and  her  arts  in  ftonc ; 

While  animals  in  various  order  plac'd. 

The  learned  hieroglyphic  column  grac'd. 
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Then  left  they  lofty  Taurus'  fpreading  grove. 

And  Tarfos,  built  by  Perfeus,  born  of  Jove;       345 

Then  Mallian,  and  Corycian  towers  they  leave. 

Where  mouldering  rocks  difclofe  a  gaping  cave. 

The  bold  Cilicians,  pirates  now  no  more. 

Unfurl  a jufter  fail,  and  ply  the  oar; 

To  Egse's  port  they  gather  all  around,  350 

The  fliores  with  fhouting  mariners  refound. 

Far  in  the  eaft  war  fpreads  the  loud  alarm. 

Where  worlhippers  of  diflant  Ganges  arm; 

Right  to  the  breaking  day  his  waters  run. 

The  only  ftream  that  braves  the  rifmg  fun.  355 

By  this  ftrong  flood,  and  by  the  ocean  bound. 

Proud  Alexander's  arms  a  limit  found ; 

Vain  in  his  hopes  the  youth  had  grafp'd  at  all. 

And  his  vaft  thought  took-in  the  vanquifh'd  ball ; 

But  own'd,  when  forc'd  from  Ganges  to  retreat,  360 

The  world  too  mighty,  and  the  tafk  too  great. 

Then  on  the  banks  of  Indus  nations  rofe. 

Where  unperceiv'd  the  mix'd  Hydafpes  flows  : 

In  numbers  vail  they  coaft  the  rapid  flood. 

Strange  in  their  habit,  manners,  and  their  food.  365 

With  fafFron  dyes  their  dangling  locks 

With  glittering  gems  their  flowing  robes 

And  quaiF  rich  juices  from  the  lufcious 

On  their  own  funerals  and  death  they  fmile. 

And  living  leap  amidfl:  the  burning  pile ;  370 

Heroic  minds !  that  can  ev'n  Fate  command. 

And  bid  it  wait  upon  a  mortal  hand ; 

Who  full  of  life  forfake  it  as  a  feafl:. 

Take  what  they  like,  and  give  the  gods  the  refl. 
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Defcending  then  fierce  Cappadocian  fwains,  375' 

From  rude  Amanus'  mountains  fought  the  plains. 
Armenians  from  Niphates'  rolling  llream, 
And  from  their  lofty  woods  Coaihians  came. 
Then  wondering  Arabs  from  the  fultry  line 
For  ever  northward  faw  the  fhads  incline.  380 

Then  did  the  madnefs  of  the  Roman  rage 
Carmanian  and  Oloilrian  chiefs  engage  : 
Beneath  far  dillant  fouthcrn  heavens  they  lie. 
Where  half  the  fetting  Bear  forfakes  the  fky. 
And  fwift  our  flow  Bootes  feems  to  fly. 
Thefe  Furies  to  the  fun-burn'd  -^thiops  fpread,  386 
And  reach  the  great  Euphrates*  rifmg  head. 
One  fpring  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates  know. 
And  join'd  awhile  the  kindred  rivers  flow  ; 
Scarce  could  we  judge  between  the  doubtful  claim,  390 
If  Tigris,  or  Euphrates,  give  the  name  : 
But  foon  Euphrates'  parting  waves  divide. 
Covering  like  fruitful  Nile  the  country  v/ide ; 
While  Tigris,  fmking  from  the  fight  of  day. 
Through  fubtcrrancan  channels  cuts  his  way;       395 
Then  from  a  fecond  fountain  fprings  again. 
Shoots  fwiftly  on,  and  rufliing  feeks  the  main. 
The  Parthian  powers,  to  nciUicr  cliicf  a  friend. 
The  doubtful  ifluc  in  fufpenfc  attend ; 
With  neutral  cafe  they  view  the  flrife  from  far,    400 
And  only  lend  occafion  to  the  war. 
Not  fo  the  Scytliians  where  cold  Ba^Tlros  flous. 
Or  where  Hircania's  wilder  foreft  grows. 
Their  baneful   fliafts  ihcy  dip,   and  firing    their 
deadly  bows. 
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Th'  Heniochi  of  Sparta's  valiant  breed,  405 

Skilful  to  prefs,  and  rein  the  fiery  fteed. 

Sarmatians  with  the  fiercer  Mofchi  join'd. 

And  Colchians  rich  where  Phafis'  waters  wind. 

To  Pompey's  fide  their  aid  afTembling  bring. 

With  Halys,  fatal  to  the  Lydian  king  ;  410 

With  Tanais  falling  from  Riphaean  fnows. 

Who  forms  the  world's  divifion  as  he  goes : 

With  nobleft  names  his  rifing  banks  are  crown 'd. 

This  ftands  for  Europe's,  that  for  Afia's  bound  ; 

While,  as  they  wind,  his  waves  with  full  command, 

Diminifh,  or  enlarge  th'  adjacent  land.  416 

Then  arm'd  the  nations  on  Cimmerian  lliores. 

Where  through  the  Bofphorus  Maeotis  roars. 

And  her  full  lake  amidft  the  Euxine  pours. 

This  ftrait,  like  that  of  Hercules,  fupplies  420 

The  midland  feas,  and  bids  th'  iEgean  rife. 

Sithonians  fierce,  and  Arimafpians  bold. 

Who  bind  their  plaited  hair  in  (hining  gold. 

The  Gelon  nimble,  and  Areian  ftrong, 

March  with  the  hardy  MafTagete  along  :  425 

The  MaiTagete,  who  at  his  falvage  feail 

Feeds  on  the  generous  fteed  which  once  he  preft. 

Not  Cyrus  when  he  fpread  his  eaftern  reign. 
And  hid  with  multitudes  the  Lydian  plain ; 
Not  haughty  Xerxes,  Vv^hen,  his  power  to  boaii,  43a 
By  fhafts  he  counted  all  his  mighty  hoft  ; 
Not  he  who  drew  the  Grecian  chiefs  along. 
Bent  to  revenge  his  injur'd  brother's  wrong; 
Or  with  fuch  navies  plow'd  the  foamy  main,        43  4. 
Or  led  fo  many  kings,  amongll  their  warlike  train. 
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Sure  in  one  caufe  fuch  numbers  never  yet. 

Various  in  countries,  fpeech,  and  manners,  met ; 

But  fortune  gather'd  o'er  the  fpacious  ball, 

Thefe  fpoils,  to  grace  her  once-lov'd  favourite's  fall. 

Nor  then  the  Lybian  Mcor  v/ithheld  his  aid,        440 

Where  facred  Ammon  lifts  his  horned  head : 

All  Afric,  from  the  v/eftern  ocean's  bound. 

To  eaftern  Nile,  the  caufe  of  Pom.pey  own'd. 

Mankind  aflembled  for  Pharfalia's  day. 

To  make  the  world  at  once  the  vidlor's  prey.       445 

Now  trembling  Rome  forfook,  with  fwiftell  hafte, 
Caefar  the  cloudy  Alpine  hills  had  paft. 
But  while  the  nations,  with  fubjedlion  tame. 
Yield  to  the  terrors  of  his  mighty  name; 
With  faith  uncommon  to  the  changing  Greeks,    450 
What  duty  bids,  Maflilia  bravely  feeks : 
And,  true  to  oaths,  their  liberty  and  laws. 
To  ftronger  Fate  prefer  the  juiler  caufe. 
But  fir  ft  to  move  his  haughty  foul  they  try, 
Intreaties  and  perfuafjon  oft  apply  ;  455 

Their  brows  Minerva's  peaceful  branches  wear. 
And  thus  in  gentleft  terms  they  greet  his  ear  : 

When  foreign  v/ars  moleft  the  Roman  ftate. 
With  ready  arms  our  glad  Mafiilians  wait. 
To  ihare  your  dangers,  and  partake  your  fate. 
This  our  unfhaken  friendfhip  vouches  well,  461 

And  your  recording  annals  beft  can  tell. 
Ev'n  now  we  yield  our  ftill  devoted  hands. 
On  foreign  foes  to  v/reak  your  dread  commands ; 
Would  you  to  worlds  unknown  your  triumphs  ff^read  ? 
Behold  I  we  follow  wherefoe'er  you  lead.  466 


LIR,       V 

1.        3 


LUCAN's    PHARSALIA,   Book  III.      "     59 

But  if  you  rouze  at  difcord's  baleful  call> 

If  R.omans  fatally  on  Romans  fall ; 

All  we  can  offer  is  a  pitying  tear. 

And  conftant  refuge  for  the  wretched  here.  470 

Sacred  to  us  you  are  :  oh,  may  no  ftain 

Of  Lucian  blood  our  innocence  profane  ! 

Should  heaven  itfelf  be  rent  with  civil  rage. 

Should  giants  once  more  with  the  gods  engage ; 

Officious  piety  would  hardly  dare  475 

To  proffer  Jove  affiftance  in  the  war. 

Man  unconcern'd  and  humble  fhould  remain. 

Nor  feelc  to  know  whofe  arms  the  conquefi  gainj 

Jove's  thunder  will  convince  them  of  his  reign. 

Nor  can  your  horrid  difcords  want  our  fwords,     480 

The  wicked  world  its  multitudes  affords; 

Too  many  nations  at  the  call  will  come. 

And  gladly  join  to  urge  the  fate  of  Rome. 

Oh,  had  the  reft  like  us  their  aid  deny'd, 

Yourfelves  mull  then  the  guilty  flrife  decide  ;        48  5 

Then,  who  but  fhould  withhold  his  lifted  hand. 

When  for  his  foe  he  faw  his  father  fland  ? 

Brothers  their  rage  had  mutually  repreft. 

Nor  driven  their  javelins  on  a  brother's  breaft. 

Your  war  had  ended  foon  ;  had  you  not  chofe      490 

Hands  for  the  work,  which  Nature  meant  for  foes : 

Who,  flrangers  to  your  blood,  in  arms  delight. 

And  rufh  remorfelefs  to  the  cruel  fight. 

Briefly,  the  fum  of  all  that  we  requefl 

Is,  to  receive  thee  as  our  honour'd  gueft  ;  495 

Let  thofe  thy  dreadful  enfigns  fliine  afar. 

Let  Caefar  come,  but  come  without  the  war. 
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Let  this  one  place  from  impious  rage  be  free ; 

That,  if  the  gods  the  peace  of  Rome  decree. 

If  your  relenting  angers  yield  to  treat,  500 

Pompey  and  thou,  in  fafety,  here  may  meet. 

Then,  wherefore  doll  thou  quit  thy  purposed  way  ? 

Why,  thus,  Iberia's  nobler  wars  delay  ? 

Mean,  and  of  little  confequence  we  are, 

A  conqueft  much  unworthy  of  thy  care.  505 

When  Phocis'  towers  were  laid  in  afhes  low. 

Hither  we  fled  for  refuge  from  the  foe  ; 

Here,  for  our  plain  integrity  renown'd, 

A  little  town  in  narrow  walls  we  bound  : 

No  name  in  arms  nor  viftories  we  boall,  510 

But  live  poor  exiles  on  a  foreign  coall. 

If  thou  art  bent  on  violence  at  laft. 

To  burll  our  gates,  and  lay  our  bulwarks  wafte. 

Know  we  are  equally  refolvM,  whate'er 

The  vidor's  fury  can  inflict,  to  bear.  515 

Shall  death  deftroy,  ihall  flames  the  town  o'erturn  ? 

Why — let  our  people  bleed,  our  buildings  burn. 

V/ilt  thou  forbid  the  living  ftream  to  flow  ? 

We  '11  dig,  and  fearch  the  watery  ftores  below. 

Hunger  and  thirft  with  patience  will  we  meet,      520 

And,  what  offended  nature  naufeates,  eat. 

Like  brave  Saguntum  daring  to  be  free, 

Whate'er  they  fufl^er'd,  we  '11  expedl  from  thee. 

Babes,  ravifti'd  from  the  fainting  mother's  breaft. 

Shall  headlong  in  the  burning  pile  be  call.  525 

Matrons  fliall  bare  their  bofoms  to  their  lords, 

Jind  beg  dellru^lion  from  their  pitying  fvvords ; 
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Tlie  brother*s  hand  the  brother's  heart  Ihall  wound. 
And  univerfal  (laughter  rage  around. 
If  civil  wars  muft  wafte  this  haplefs  town,  530 

No  hands  fhall  bring  that  ruin  but  our  own. 

Thus  faid  the  Grecian  meiTengers.     When  lo  ! 
A  gathering  cloud  involv'd  the  Roman's  brow  ; 
Much  grief,  much  wrath,  his  troubled  vifage  fpoke ; 
Then  into  thefe  difdainful  words  he  broke  :  535 

This  trufting  in  our  fpeedy  march  to  Spain, 
Thefe  hopes,  this  Grecian  confidence  is  vain  ; 
Whate'er  we  purpofe,  leifure  will  be  found 
To  lay  Maflilia  level  with  the  ground  : 
This  bears,  my  valiant  friends,  a  found  of  joy;  540 
Our  ufelefs  arms,  at  length,  fhall  find  employ. 
Winds  lofe  their  force,  that  unrefifled  fly. 
And  flames,  unfed  by  fuel,  fmk  and  die. 
Our  courage  thus  would  foften  in  repofe. 
But  fortune  and  rebellion  yield  us  foes.  545 

Yet  mark  I  what  love  their  friendly  fpeech  expreft  I 
Unarm 'd  and  fmgle,  Coefar  is  their  gueft. 
Thus,  firft  they  dare  to  fl:op  me  on  my  way. 
Then  feek  with  fawning  treafon  to  betray. 
Anon,  they  pray  that  civil  rage  may  ceafe :  550 

But  war  ftiall  fcourge  them  for  thofe  hopes  of  peace; 
And  make  them  knov/  the  prefent  times  afford. 
At  leail  while  Ca^far  lives,  no  fafety  like  the  fword. 

He  faid ;  and  to  the  city  bent  his  way  : 
The  city,  fearlefs  all,  before  him  lay,  55 J 

With  armed  hands  her  battlements  were  crown'd. 
And  luHy  youth  the  bulwarks  mann'd  around. 
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Near  to  the  walls,  a  riling  mountain's  head 
Flat  with  a  little  level  plain  is  fpread : 
Upon  this  height  the  wary  chief  defigns  560 

His  camp  to  llrengthen  with  furrounding  lines. 
Lofty  alike,  and  with  a  warlike  mien, 
Maffilia's  neighbouring  citadel  is  feen  ; 
An  humble  valley  fills  the  fpace  between. 
Straight  he  decrees  the  middle  vale  to  fill,  565 

And  run  a  mole  athwart  from  hill  to  hill. 
But  firft  a  lengthening  work  extends  its  way,  "^ 

Where  open  to  the  land  this  city  lay,  > 

And  from  the  camp  projecting  joins  the  fea.  J 

Low  finks  the  ditch,  the  turfy  breaft-works  rife,  570 
And  cut  the  captive  town  from  all  fupplies : 
While,  gazing  from  their  towers,  the  Greeks  bemoan 
The  meads,  the  fields,  and  fountains  once  their  own. 

Well  have  they  thus  acquir'd  the  noblefl  name. 
And  confecrated  thefe  their  walls  to  fame.  575 

Fearlefs  of  Caefar  and  his  arms  they  flood. 
Nor  drove  before  the  headlong  rufhing  flood  ; 
And  while  he  fwept  whole  nations  in  a  day, 
Malfilia  bade  th'  impatient  victor  ilay. 
And  clogg'd  his  rapid  conqueft  with  delay. 
Fortune  a  mailer  for  the  world  prepared,  581 

And  thefe  th'  approaching  flavery  retard. 
Ye  times  to  come  record  the  warrior's  praife. 
Who  lengthen'd  out  expiring  freedom's  days. 
Now  while  with  toil  unweary'd  rofc  the  mound,  58^5 
The  founding  ax  invades  the  groves  around ; 
Light  earth  and  fhrubs  the  middle  banks  fupplyM, 
But  firm«;r  beams  mull  fortify  the  fide  ; 
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Left  when  the  tow'rs  advance  their  ponderous  height. 
The  mouldering  mafs  fhould  yield  beneath  the  weight. 
Not  far  away  for  ages  part  had  ftood  591 

An  old  in  violated  facred  wood  ; 
Whofe  gloomy  boughs,  thick  interwoven,  made 
A  chiily  chearlefs  everlafting  Ihade : 
There,  nor  the  rulHc  gods,  nor  fatyrs  fport,         595 
Nor  fauns  and  fylvans  with  the  nymphs  refort : 
But  barbarous  priefts  fome  dreadful  power  adore. 
And  luftrate  every  tree  with  human  gore. 
If  myfteries  in  times  of  old  receivM, 
And  pious  ancientry  be  yet  believ'd,  600 

There  not  the  feather'd  fongfter  builds  her  neft. 
Nor  lonely  dens  conceal  the  falvage  beaft  : 
There  no  tempeftuous  v/inds  prefume  to  fly. 
Even  lightnings  glance  aloof,  and  flioot  obliquely  by. 
No  wanton  breezes  tofs  the  dancing  leaves,  605 

But  fhivering  horror  in  the  branches  heaves. 
Black  fprings  with  pitchy  ilreams  divide  the  ground. 
And  bubbling  tumble  with  a  fullen  found. 
Old  images  of  forms  mifhapen  ftand. 
Rude  and  unknowing  of  the  artift's  hand  ;  610 

V/ith  hoary  filth  begrim'd,  each  ghafily  head 
Strikes  the  aftonilh'd  gazer's  foul  with  dread. 
No  gods,  who  long  in  common  fhapes  appear'd. 
Were  e'er  with  fuch  religious  awe  rever'd : 
But  zealous  crowds  in  ignorance  adore,  615 

And  ftill  the  lefs  they  know,  they  f;.^ar  the  more. 
Oft  (as  Fame  tells)  the  earth  in  founds  of  woe 
Is  heard  to  groan  from  hollow  depths  below ; 
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The  baleful  yew,  though  dead,  has  oft  been  feen 
To  rife  from  earth,  and  fpring  with  dulky  green ;  62O 
With  fparkling  flames  the  trees  unburning  Ihine, 
And  round  their  boles  prodigious  ferpents  twine. 
The  pious  worfhipers  approach  not  near. 
But  fhun  their  gods,  and  kneel  with  diftant  fear  : 
The  prieft  himfelf,  when,  or  the  day,  or  night,  62^ 
Rolling  have  reach 'd  their  full  meridian  height. 
Refrains  the  gloomy  paths  with  wary  feet. 
Dreading  the  Dsmon  of  the  grove  to  meet ; 
Who,  terrible  to  fight,  at  that  fix'd  hour. 
Still  treads  the  round  about  his  dreary  bovver.       63 O 
This  wood  near  neighb'ring  to  th'  encompafs'd  town 
Untouch'd  by  former  wars  remain'd  alone ; 
And  fmce  the  country  round  it  naked  Hands, 
From  hence  the  Latian  chief  fupplies  dem.ands. 
But  lo  !  the  bolder  hands,  that  fhouldhave  llruck,  6^^ 
With  fome  unufual  horror  trembling  fhook  : 
With  filent  dread  and  reverence  they  furvey'd 
The  gloom  majeftic  of  the  facred  fhade  : 
None  dares  with  impious  fteel  the  bark  to  rend. 
Left  on  himfelf  the  deftin'd  ftroke  defcend.  640 

Ca^far  perceiv'd  the  fpreading  fear  to  grow. 
Then,  eager,  caught  an  ax,  and  aim'd  a  blow. 
Deep  ilmk  within  a  violated  oak 
The  wounding  edge,  and  thus  the  warrior  fpoke. 
Now,  let  no  doubting  hand  the  tafk  decline ;        645 
Cut  you  the  wood,  and  let  the  guilt  be  mine. 
The  trembling  bands  unwillingly  obey'd ; 
Two  various  ills  were  in  the  balance  laid. 
And  C?j{i\r's  wrath  againft  the  gods  was  weighM 
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Then  Jove's  Dodonian  tree  was  forc'd  to  bow;    650 
The  lofty  alh  and  knotty  holm  lay  low ; 
The  floating  alder  by  the  current  born. 
The  cyprefs  by  the  noble  mourner  worn. 
Veil  their  aerial  fummits,  and  difplay 
Their  dark  receflies  to  the  golden  day;  655 

Crouding  they  fall,  each  o'er  the  other  lies. 
And  heap'd  on  high  the  leafy  piles  arife. 
With  grief,  and  fear,  the  groaning  Gauls  beheld 
Their  holy  grove  by  impious  foldiers  fell'd ; 
While  the  Maffilians,  from  th'encompafs'dwall,  660 
Rejoic'd  to  fee  the  fylvan  honours  fall : 
They  hope  fuch  power  can  never  profper  long. 
Nor  think  the  patient  gods  will  bear  the  wrong. 
But,  ah  !  too  oft  fuccefs  to  guilt  is  given. 
And  wretches  only  ftand  the  mark  of  heaven.       665 
With  timber  largely  from  the  wood  fupply'd. 
For  wains  the  legions  fearch  the  country  wide ; 
Then  from  the  crooked  plow  unyoke  the  fteer. 
And  leave  the  fwain  to  mourn  the  fruitlefs  year.  669 
Meanwhile,  impatient  of  the  lingering  war,        "J 
The  chieftain  to  Iberia  bends  afar,  > 

And  gives  the  leaguer  to  Trebonius*  care.  j 

With  diligence  the  defHn'd  tafk  he  plies ; 
Huge  works  of  earth  with  ftrengthening  beams  arife : 
High  tottering  towers,  by  no  fix'd  bafis  bound,  675 
Roll  nodding  on  along  the  ftable  mound. 
The  Greeks  with  wonder  on  the  movement  look. 
And  fancy  earth's  foundations  deep  are  fhook ; 
Fierce  winds  they  think  the  beldame's  entrails  tear, 
And  anxious  for  their  walls  and  city  fear : 

VOL.  XXIX.  F 
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The  Roman  from  the  lofty  top. looks  down. 
And  rains  a  winged  war  upon  the  town. 
Nor  with  lefs  adive  rage  the  Grecians  bum. 
But  larger  ruin  on  their  foes  return ; 
Nor  hands  alone  the  miiule  deaths  fupply,  685 

From  nervous  crofs-bows  whiftling  arrows  fly  ; 
The  fteely  croflet  and  the  bone  they  break. 
Through  multitudes  their  fatal  journeys  take  ; 
Nor  wait  the  lingering  Parcee's  flow  delay. 
But  wound,  and  to  new  flaughter  wing  their  way.  690 
Now  by  fome  vaft  machine  a  ponderous  ftone. 
Pernicious,  from  the  hoftile  wall  is  thrown ; 
At  once,  on  many,  fwift  the  fliock  defcends. 
And  the  crulli'd  carcafes  confounding  blends.       694 
So  rolls  fome  falling  rock  by  age  long  worn, 
Loofe  from  ils  root  by  raging  whirlwinds  torn. 
And  thundering  down  the  precipice  is  born. 
O'er  craihing  woods  the  mafs  is  feen  to  ride. 
To  grind  its  way,  and  plain  the  mountain's  fide. 
Gall'd  with  the  fliot  from  far,  the  legions  join,    700 
Their, bucklers  in  the  warlike  fliell  combine; 
Compadl  and  clofe  the  brazen  roof  they  bear. 
And  in  juft  order  to  the  town  draw  near  : 
Safe  they  advance,  while  with  unweary'd  pain 
The  wrathful  engines  walle  their  ftores  in  vain ;    705 
High  o'er  their  heads  the  deilin'd  deaths  are  toft. 
And  far  behind  in  vacant  earth  are  loft; 
Nor  fudden  could  they  change  their  erring  aim. 
Slow  and  unwieldy  moves  the  cumbrous  frame. 
,    This  feen,  the  Greeks  their  brawny  arms  employ. 
And  hurl  a  ftony  terapcft  from  .on  high :  71 1 
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The  clattering  ihower  the  founding  fence  affails ; 

But  vain,  as  when  the  ftormy  winter  hails. 

Nor  on  the  folid  marble  roof  prevails  : 

Till  tir'd  at  length  the  warriors  fall  their  fhields;  715 

And,  fpent  with  toil,  the  broken  phalanx  yields. 

Now  other  ftratagems  the  war  fupplies. 

Beneath  the  Vinea  clofe  th'aiTailant  lies. 

The  ftrong  machine,  with  planks  and  turf  be-fpread. 

Moves  to  the  walls  its  well-defended  head;  720 

Within  the  covert  fafe  the  miners  lurk. 

And  to  the  deep  foundation  urge  their  work. 

Now  juftly  pois'd  the  thundering  ram  they  fling. 

And  drive  him  forceful  with  a  lanching  fpring ; 

Haply  to  loofe  feme  yielding  part  at  length,         725 

And  fhake  the  firm  cemented  bulwark's  ftrength. 

But  from  the  town  the  Grecian  youth  prepare 

With  hardy  vigour  to  repel  the  war  : 

Crouding  they  gather  on  the  rampart's  height,    729 

And  with  tough  Haves  and  fpears  maintain  the  fight ; 

Darts,  fragments  of  the  rock,  and  flames  they  throw. 

And  tear  the  planky  flielter  fix'd  below  ; 

Around  by  all  the  warring  tempeil  beati 

The  baftled  Romans  fullenly  retreat. 

Now  by  fuccefs  the  brave  Maflilians  flr'd,         755 
To  fame  of  higher  enterprize  afpir'd  ; 
Nor  longer  with  their  walls  defence  content. 
In  daring  fallies  they  the  foe  prevent. 
Nor  arm'd  with  fvvords,  nor  pointed  fpears  they  go. 
Nor  aim  the  fliaft,  nor  bend  the  deadly  bow  :      740 
Fierce  Mulciber  fupplies  the  bold  defign. 
And  for  their  weapons  kindling  torches  ihine, 
F  z 
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Silent  they  iffue  through  the  gloomy  night. 
And  with  broad  Ihields  rellrain  the  beamy  light : 
Sudden  the  blaze  on  every  fide  began,  745 

And  o'er  the  Latian  works  refifllefs  ran  ; 
Catching,  and  driving  with  the  wind  it  grows. 
Fierce  through  the  Ihade  the  burning  deluge  glows  ; 
Nor  earth,  nor  greener  planks  its  force  delay. 
Swift  o'er  the  hiffing  beams  it  rolls  away  :  750 

Embrown'd  with  fmoke  the  wavy  flames  afcend. 
Shivered  with  heat  the  crackling  quarries  rend  ; 
Till  with  a  roar  at  laft,  the  mighty  mound. 
Towers,  engines,  all,  come  thundering  to  the  ground  : 
Wide-fpread  the  difcontinuous  ruins  lie,  755 

And  vaft  confufion  fills  the  gazer's  eye. 
Vanquilh'd  by  land,  the  Romans  feek  the  main. 
And  prove  the  fortune  of  the  watery  plain  i 
Their  navy,  rudely  built,  and  rigg'd  in  hafte, 
Down  through  the  rapid  Rhone  descending  paft.  760 
No  golden  gods  proted  the  (hining  prow. 
Nor  filken  ftreamers  lightly  dancing  flow ; 
But  rough  in  ftable  floorings  lies  the  wood. 
As  in  the  native  foreft  once  it  flood. 
Rearing  above  the  reft  her  towery  head,  765 

Brutus'  tall  ftiip  the  floating  fquadron  led. 
To  fea  foon  wafted  by  the  hafty  tide. 
Right  to  the  Stoechades  their  courfe  they  guide. 
Refolv'd  to  urge  their  fate,  with  equal  cares, 
Maflilia  for  the  naval  war  prepares ;  770 

All  hands  the  city  for  the  talk  requires. 
And  arms  her  ftriplings  young,  and  hoary  fires. 
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VefTels  of  every  fort  and  fize  fhe  fits. 
And  fpeedy  to  the  briny  deep  commits  774 

The  crazy  hulk,  that,  worn  with  winds  and  tidesj 
Safe  in  the  dock,  and  long  neglefted,  rides. 
She  planks  anew,  and  calks  her  leaky  fides. 

Now  rofe  the  morning,  and  the  golden  fun 
With  beams  refrafted  on  the  ocean  fhone; 
Clear  was  the  fky,  the  waves  frotoi  murmur  ceafe,  780 
And  every  ruder  wind  was  hulh'd  in  peace  : 
Smooth  lay  the  glafTy  furface  of  the  main. 
And  ofFer'd  to  the  war  its  ample  plain  : 
When  to  the  deftinM  ftations  all  repair; 
Here  Casfar's  powers,  the  youth  of  Phocis  there.  785 
Their  brawny  arms  are  bar'd,  their  oars  they  dip. 
Swift  o'er  the  water  glides  the  nimble  Ihip; 
Feels  the  ftrong  blow  the  well-compaded  oak. 
And  trembling  fprings  at  each  repeated  ftroke. 
Crooked  in  front  the  Latian  navy  flood,  790 

And  wound  a  bending  crefcent  o'er  the  flood. 
With  four  full  banks  of  oars  advancing  high. 
On  either  wing  the  larger  vefTels  ply. 
While  in  the  center  fafe  the  lefTer  galliots  lie. 
Brutus  the  firft,  with  eminent  command,  795 

In  the  tall  admiral  is  feen  to  (land ; 
Six  rows  of  lengthening  pines  the  billows  fweep. 
And  heave  the  burden  o'er  the  groaning  deep. 

Now  prow  to  prow  advance  each  hoilile  fleet. 
And  want  but  one  concurring  flroke  to  meet,       800 
When  peals  of  fhouts  and  mingling  clamours  roar. 
And  drown  the  brazen  trump  an4  plunging  oar, 
r  3 
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The  brufliing  pine  the  frothy  furface  plies, 

Wlijle  on  their  banks  the  lufty  rowers  rife  : 

Eacfi  brings  the  ftroke  back  on  his  ample  cheft,  805 

Then  firm  upon  his  feat  he  lights  repreft. 

With  clafhing  beaks  the  launching  veffels  meet;. 

And  from  the  mutual  fliock  alike  retreat. 

Thick  clouds  of  flying  fhafts  the  welkin  hide. 

Then  fall,  and  floating  flirow  the  ocean  wide.         810 

At  length  the  fl:retching  wings  their  order  leave. 

And  in  the  line  the  mingling  foe  receive : 

Then  might  be  feen,  how,  dalh'd  from  iide  to  fide. 

Before  the  Hemming  veffel  drove  the  tide ; 

Still  as  each  keel  her  foamy  furrow  plows,  8 1 5 

Now  back,  now  forth,  the  furge  obedient  flows. 

Thus  warring  winds  alternate  rule  maintain. 

And  this,  and  that  way,  roll  the  yielding  main. 

Maffilia's  navy,  nimble,  clean,  and  light. 

With  befl  advantage  feek  or  fhun  the  fight;  82© 

With  ready  eafe  all  anfvver  to  command. 

Obey  the  helm,  and  feel  the  pilot's  hand. 

Not  fo  the  Romans  ;  cumbrous  hulks  they  lay. 

And  flow  and  heavy  hung  upon  the  fea ; 

Yet  ftrong,  and  for  the  clofer  combat  good,         82^ 

They  yield  firm  footing  on  th'  unftable  flood. 

Thus  Brutus  faw,  and  to  the  mafter  cries 

(The  mafter  in  the  lofty  poop  he  fpies. 

Where  fl:reaming  the  Prsetorian  enfign  flies). 

Still  wilt  thou  bear  away,  fliill  fhift  thy  place,      83O 

And  turn  the  battle  to  a  wanton  chace  ? 

Is  this  a  time  to  play  fo  mean  a  part. 

To  tack,  to  veer,  and  boall  thy  trifling  art  ? 
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Bring  to.     The  war  fhall  hand  to  hand  be  try'd  ; 
Oppofe  thou  to  the  foe  our  ample  fide,  835 

And  let  us  meet  like  men.     The  chieftain  faid ; 
The  ready  mafter  the  command  obey'd. 
And  fide-long  to  the  foe  the  Ihip  was  laid. 
Upon  his  wafte  fierce  fall  the  thundering  Greeks, 
Faft  in  his  timber  ftick  their  brazen  beaks ;  840 

Some  lie  by  chains  and  grapplings  fi:rong  compell'dp 
While  others  by  the  tangling  oars  are  held  : 
The  feas  are  hid  beneath  the  clofing  war. 
Nor  need  they  caft  the  javelin  now  from  far; 
With  hardy  flrokes  the  combatants  engage,  845 

And  with  keen  faulchions  deal  their  deadly  rage  : 
Man  againft  man,  and  board  by  board  they  lie. 
And  on  thofe  decks  their  arms  defended  die. 
The  rolling  furge  is  fiain'd  around  with  blood. 
And  foamy  purple  fwells  the  rifmg  flood;  85O 

The  floating  carcafes  the  fhips  delay. 
Hang  on  each  keel,  and  intercept  her  way  ; 
Helplefs  beneath  the  deep  the  dying  fink, 
And  gore,  with  briny  ocean  mingling,  drink. 
Some,  while  amidll  the  tumbling  waves  they  llrive. 
And  ftruggling  with  deftruftion  float  alive,  856 

Or  by  fome  ponderous  beam  are  beaten  down. 
Or  fink  transfix'd  by  darts  at  random  thrown. 
That  fatal  day  no  javelin  flies  in  vain. 
Miffing  their  mark,  they  wound  upon  the  main.    860 
It  chanc'd,  a  warrior  fhip  on  Caefar's  fide. 
By  two  Maflilian  foes  was  warmly  ply'd; 
But  with  divided  force  flie  meets  th'  attack. 
And  bravely  drives  the  bold  afiiailants  back  ; 
^  4 
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When  from  the  lofty  poop,  where  fierce  he  fought,  S65 

Tagus  to  feize  the  Grecian  ancient  fought. 

But  double  death  his  daring  hand  reprefs'd. 

One  fpear  transfix'd  his  back,  and  one  his  breaft. 

And  deadly  met  within  his  heaving  cheft. 

Doubtful  awhile  the  flood  was  feen  to  ftay,  870 

At  length  the  fteely  Ihafts  at  once  gave  way  5 

The  fleeting  life  a  twofold  paflTage  found. 

And  ran  divided  from  each  llreaming  wound. 

Hither  his  fate  unhappy  Telon  led. 

To  naval  arts  from  early  childhood  bred;  875 

No  hand  the  helm  more  flcilfully  could  guide. 

Or  fl:em  the  fury  of  the  boifterous  tide ; 

He  knew  what  winds  fliould  on  the  morrow  blow. 

And  how  the  fails  for  fafety  to  beftovv  ;  879 

Celeftial  fignals  well  he  could  defcry. 

Could  judge  the  radiant  lights  that  fliine  on  high. 

And  read  the  coming  tempefl:  of  the  fky. 

Full  on  a  Latian  bark  his  beak  he  drives. 

The  brazen  beak  the  fliivering  elder  rives ; 

When  from  fome  hofl:ile  hand,  a  Roman  dart,      885 

Deep  piercing,  trembled  in  his  panting  heart : 

Yet  ftill  his  careful  hand  its  tafk  fupplies. 

And  turns  the  guiding  rudder  as  he  dies. 

To  fill  his  place  bold  Gyareus  eflTayM, 

But  pafling  from  a  neighbouring  fliip  was  ftay'd :  890 

Swift  through  his  loins  a  flying  javelin  ftruck. 

And  nail'd  him  to  the  veflfel  he  forfook. 

Friendlike,  and  fide  by  fide,  two  brethren  fought. 
Whom,  at  a  birth,  their  fruitful  mother  brought : 
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So  like  the  lines  of  each  refembling  face,  895 

The  fame  the  features,  and  the  fame  the  grace. 

That  fondly  erring  oft  their  parents  look. 

And  each,  for  each,  alternately  miftook  : 

But  death,  too  foon,  a  dire  diftindlion  makes. 

While  one,  untimely  fnatch'd,  the  light  forfakes.  900 

His  brother's  form  the  fad  furvivor  wears. 

And  ftill  renews  his  haplefs  parents  tears : 

Too  fure  they  fee  their  fmgle  hope  remain. 

And  while  they  blefs  the  living,  mourn  the  flain. 

He,  the  bold  youth,  as  board  and  board  they  Hand,  905 

Fix'd  on  a  Roman  Ihip  his  daring  hand ; 

Full  on  his  arm  a  mighty  blow  defcends. 

And  the  torn  limb  from  off  the  fhoulder  rends  ; 

The  rigid  nerves  are  cramp'd  with  ftiffening  cold, 

Convulfive  grafp,  and  flill  retain  their  hold.  910 

Nor  funk  his  valour  by  the  pain  depreft. 

But  nobler  rage  inflam'd  his  mangled  breafl: : 

His  left  remaining  hand  the  combat  tries. 

And  fiercely  forth  to  catch  the  right  he  flies ; 

The  fame  hard  deiliny  the  left  demands,  915 

And  now  a  naked  helplefs  trunk  he  Hands. 

Nor  deigns  he,  though  defencelefs  to  the  foe. 

To  feek  the  fafety  of  the  hold  below ; 

For  every  coming  javelin's  point  prepar'd. 

He  fteps  between,  ard  ftands  his  brother's  guard;  920 

Till  fix'd,  and  horrid  with  a  wood  of  fpears, 

A  thoufand  deaths  at  others  aim'd  he  wears. 

Refolv'd  at  length  his  utmoft  force  to  exert. 

His  fpirlts  gather'd  to  his  fainting  heart. 

And  the  laft  vigour  rouz'd  in  every  part; 
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Then  nimble  from  the  Grecian  deck  he  rofe,        926 
And  with  a  leap  fprang  fierce  amidft  his  foes  : 
And  when  his  hands  no  more  could  wreak  his  hate. 
His  fword  no  more  could  minifter  to  fate. 
Dying  he  preft  them  with  his  hoftile  weight. 
O'ercharg'd  the  fhip  with  carcafes  and  blood,       931 
Drunk  fall  at  many  a  leak  the  briny  flood  ; 
Yielding  at  length  the  waters  wide  give  way. 
And  fold  her  in  the  bofom  of  the  fea ; 
Then  o'er  her  head  returning  foils  the  tide,  935 

And  covering  waves  the  fmking  hatches  hide. 

That  fatal  day  was  flaughter  feen  to  reign. 
In  wonders  various,  on  the  liquid  plain. 

On  Lycidas  a  fteely  grappling  ftruck ; 
Struggling  he  drags  with  the  tenacious  hook,       940 
And  deep  had  drown'd  beneath  the  greedy  wave. 
But  that  his  fellows  ftrove  their  mate  to  fave  ; 
Clung  to  his  legs,  they  clafp  him  all  they  can. 
The  grappling  tugs,  afunder  flies  the  man. 
No  fmgle  wound  the  gaping  rupture  feems,  945 

Where  trickling  crimfon  wells  in  flender  dreams ; 
But  from  an  opening  horrible  and  wide, 
A  thoufand  vefiels  pour  the  burfling  tide : 
At  once  the  winding  channel's  courfe  was  broke. 
Where  wandering  life  her  mazy  journey  took  :     950 
At  once  the  currents  all  forgot  their  way. 
And  loft  their  purple  in  the  azure  fea. 
Soon  from  the  lower  parts  the  fpirits  fled. 
And  motionlefs  th'  exhaufted  limbs  lay  dead  : 
Not  fo  the  nobler  regions,  where  the  heart  955 

And  heaving  lungs  their  vital  powers  exert ; 
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There  lingering  late,  and  long  conflifling,  life 
Rofe  againft  fate,  and  ftill  maintain'd  the  flrife : 
Driven  out  at  length,  unwillingly  and  How, 
She  left  her  mortal  houfe,  and  fought  the  fhades  below. 

While,  eager  for  the  fight,  an  hardy  crew        961 
To  one  fole  fide  their  force  united  drew. 
The  bark,  unapt  th'  unequal  poife  to  bear, 
Turn'd  o'er,  and  rear'd  her  loweft  keel  in  air ; 
In  vain  his  adlive  arms  the  fv\4mmer  tries,  965 

No  aid  the  fwimmer's  ufelefs  art  fupplies ; 
The  covering  vaft  o'ervvhelming  Ihuts  them  down. 
And  helplefs  in  the  hollow  hold  they  drown. 

One  (laughter  terrible  above  the  reft. 
The  fatal  horror  of  the  fight  expreil:.  970 

As  o'er  the  crouded  furface  of  the  flood 
A  youthful  fwimmer  fwift  his  way  purfued ; 
Two  meeting  (hips,  by  equal  fury  preft. 
With  hoftile  prows  transfixed  his  ample  breaft  ; 
Sufpended  by  the  dreadful  Ihock  he  hung,  975 

The  brazen  beaks  within  his  bofom  rung ; 
Blood,  bones,  and  entrails,  malhing  with  the  blow. 
From  his  pale  lips  a  hideous  mixture  flow. 
At  length  the  backing  oars  the  fight  reftrain. 
The  lifelefs  body  drops  amidft  the  main ;  980 

Soon  enter  at  the  breach  the  rufliing  waves. 
And  the  fait  ftream  the  mangled  carcafe  laves. 

Around  the  watery  champain  wide  difpread. 
The  living  fliipwrecks  float  amidft  the  dead ; 
With  aftive  arms  the  liquid  deep  they  ply,  985 

And  panting  to  their  mates  for  fuccour  cry  i 


76  R  O  W  E's     P  O  E  M  S. 

Now  to  fome  focial  vefTel  prefs  they  near. 
Their  fellows  pale  the  crouding  numbers  fear ; 
With  ruthlefs  hearts  their  well-known  friends  withfland. 
And  with  keen  faulchions  lop  each  grafping  hand ;  990 
The  dying  fingers  cling  and  clench  the  wood. 
The  heavy  trunk  fmks  helplefs  in  the  flood. 

Now  fpent  was  all  the  warriors  fleely  ftore,  ^ 
New  darts  they  feek,  and  other  arms  explore,  V 
This  wields  a  flag-ftafF,  that  a  ponderous  oar.  j 
Wrath's  ready  hands  are  never  at  a  lofs  :  996 

The  fragments  of  the  ihatter*d  fliip  they  tofs. 
The  ufelefs  rower  from  his  feat  is  call. 
Then  fly  the  benches  and  the  broken  maft. 
Some  feizing,  as  it  finks,  the  breathlefs  corfe,    1000 
From  the  cold  grafp  the  blood-ftain'd  weapon  force. 
Some  from  their  own  frefh  bleeding  bofoms  take. 
And  at  the  foe  the  dropping  javelin  fliake  : 
The  left-hand  ftays  the  blood,  and  fooths  the  pain. 
The  right  fends  back  the  reeking  fpear  again.    1005; 

Now  gods  of  various  elements  confpire  ; 
To  Nereus,  Vulcan  joins  his  hoftile  fire ; 
With  oils,  and  living  fulphur,  darts  they  frame, 
Prepar'd  to  fpread  afar  the  kindling  flame ; 
Around  the  catching  mifchiefs  fwift  fucceed,       lOlO) 
The  floating  hulks  their  own  dellrudion  feed  ; 
The  fmeary  wax  the  brightening  blaze  fupplies. 
And  wavy  fires  from  pitchy  planks  arife  : 
Amidft  the  flood  the  ruddy  torrent  ftrays. 
And  fierce  upon  the  fcattering  fliipwrecks  preys.  10 15 
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Here  one  with  hafte  a  flaming  vefTel  leaves : 
Another,  fpent  and  beaten  by  the  waves. 
As  eager  to  the  burning  ruin  cleaves. 
Amidft  the  various  ways  of  death  to  kill. 
Whether  by  feas,  by  fires,  or  wounding  fteel. 
The  dreadfulleft  is  that,  whofe  prefent  force  we  feel. 

Nor  valour  lefs  her  fatal  rage  maintains. 
In  daring  breads  that  fwim  the  liquid  plains : 
Some  gather  up  the  darts  that  floating  lie. 
And  to  the  combatants  new  deaths  fupply.  1025 

Some  ftruggling  in  the  deep  the  war  provoke. 
Rife  o'er  the  furge,  and  aim  a  languid  ftroke. 
Some  with  llrong  grafp  the  foe  conflifting  join. 
Mix  limbs  with  limbs,  and  hoftile  wreathings  twine. 
Till  plunging,  prefling  to  the  bottom  down,        1030 
Vanquilh'd,  and  vanquiihers,  alike  they  drown. 

One,  chief  above  the  reft,  is  marked  by  Fame,. 
For  watery  fight,  and  Phoceus  was  his  name  : 
The  heaving  breath  of  life  he  knew  to  keep. 
While  long  he  dwelt  within  the  loweft  deep;       1035 
Full  many  a  fathom  down  he  had  explor'd. 
For  treafures  loft,  old  ocean's  oozy  hoard  ; 
Oft  when  the  flooky  anchor  ftuck  below. 
He  funk,  and  bade  the  captive  veflTel  go. 
A  foe  he  feiz'd  clofe  cleaving  to  his  breaft,         1040 
And  underneath  the  tumbling  billows  preft  ; 
But  when  the  Ikilful  viflor  would  repair 
To  upper  feas,  and  fought  the  freer  air ; 
Haplefs  beneath  the  crouding  keels  he  rofe. 
The  crouding  keels  his  wonted  way  oppofe  ;      1045 
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^ack  beaten,  and  aitonifh'd  with  the  blow. 
He  finks,  to  bide  for  ever  now  below. 

Some  hang  upon  the  oars  with  weighty  force. 
To  intercept  the  hoUile  veffers  courfe  ; 
Some  to  the  lail  the  caufe  they  love  defend,        1050 
And  valiant  lives  by  ufeful  deaths  would  end ; 
With  brealls  oppos'd  the  thundering  beaks  they  brave> 
And  what  they  fought  for  living,  dying  fave. 

As  Tyrrhen,  from  a  Roman  poop  on  high. 
Ran  o'er  the  various  combat  with  his  eye  ;  1055 

Sure  aiming,  from  his  Balearic  thong. 
Bold  Ligdamus  a  ponderous  bullet  flung  j 
Through  liquid  air  the  ball  fhrill  whirling  flies. 
And  cuts  its  way  through  haplefs  Tyrrhenes  eyes. 
Th*  aflionifl^'d  youth  fl:ands  fl:ruck  with  fudden  nighty 
While  burfting  ftart  the  bleeding  orbs  of  fight. 
At  iirfl:  he  took  the  darknefs  to  be  death. 
And  thought  himfelf  amidft  the  fliades  beneath ; 
But  foon  recovering  from  the  Running  found, 
He  livM>  unhappily  he  liv'd,  he  found.  1065 

Vigour  at  length,  and  wonted  force  returns. 
And  with  new  rage  his  valiant  bofom  burns  : 
To  me,  my  friends  (he  cry'd)*  your  aid  fupply. 
Nor  ufelefs  let  your  fellow-fold ier  die ; 
Give  me,  oppos'd  againil  the  foe  to  Hand,  1 070 

While  like  fome  engine  you  direft  my  hand. 
And  thou,  my  poor  remaining  life,  prepare 
To  meet  each  hazard  of  the  various  war  ; 
At  leafl:,  my  mangled  carcafe  ftiall  pretend 
To  interpofe,  and  fuield  fome  valiant  friend  :     I075 
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Plac'd  like  a  mark  their  darts  I  may  fuftain. 
And,  to  preferve  fome  better  man,  be  {lain. 

Thus  faid,  unaiming  he  a  javelin  threw. 
The  javelin  wing'd  with  fure  deftrudion  flew ; 
In  Argus  the  defcending  fceel  takes  place,  1080 

Argus,  a  Grecian  of  illullricus  race. 
Deep  fmks  the  piercing  point,  where  to  the  loins 
Above  the  navel  high  the  belly  joins  : 
The  ftaggering  youth  falls  forward  on  his  fate. 
And  helps  the  goring  weapon  with  his  weight.    1085 

It  chanc'd,  to  ruthlefs  deftiny  defign'd, 
I'o  the  fame  Ihip  his  aged  fire  was  joined  : 
While  young,  for  high  atchievements  was  he  known. 
The  firft  in  fair  Mafiilia  for  renown ;  1089 

Now  an  example  meerly,  and  a  name. 
Willing  to  rouze  the  younger  fort  he  came. 
And  fire  their  fouls  to  emulate  his  fame. 
When  from  the  prow,  where  diftant  far  he  fcood. 
He  faw  his  fon  lie  weltering  in  his  blood ; 
Soon  to  the  poop,  oft  Humbling  in  his  haile,       1095 
With  faukering  ileps  the  feeble  father  pad. 
No  falling  tears  his  wrinkled  cheeks  bedew. 
But  ftiffening  cold  and  motionlefs  he  grew  : 
Deep  night  and  deadly  fhades  of  darknefs  rife. 
And  hide  his  much-lovM  Argus  from  his  eyes.   1 100 
As  to  the  dizzy  youth  the  fire  appears. 
His  dying,  weak,  unwieldy  head  he  rears  ; 
With  lifted  eyes  he  caft  a  mournful  look. 
His  pale  lips  mov'd,  and  fain  he  would  have  fpoke  ; 
But  unexprefs'd  th'  imperfeft  accent  hung,  1 105 

Loil  in  his  falling  jaws  and  murmuring  tongue  : 
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Yet  in  his  fpeechlefs  vifage  kerns  expreft. 

What,  had  he  words,  would  be  his  laft  requell. 

That  aged  hand  to  feal  his  clofmg  eye. 

And  in  his  father's  fond  embrace  to  die  :  1 1  lo 

But  he,  when  grief  with  keeneft  fenfe  revives. 

With  nature's  ftrongeft  pangs  conflifting  flrives ; 

Let  me  not  lofe  this  hour  of  death,  he  cries. 

Which  my  indulgent  deftiny  fupplies  ; 

And  thou  forgive,  forgive  me,  oh  my  fon,         1 1 1 5 

If  thy  dear  lips  and  laft  embrace  I  ihun. 

Warm  from  thy  wound  the  purple  current  flows. 

And  vital  breath  yet  heaving  comes  and  goe,* : 

Yet  my  fad  eyes  behold  thee  yet  alive. 

And  thou  ihalt,  yet,  thy  wretched  fire  furvive.  1 1 20 

He  faid,  and  fierce,  by  frantic  forrow  preft, 

Plung'd  his  iharp  fword  amidft  his  aged  breaft : 

And  though  life's  guihing  ftreams  the  weapon  ftain. 

Headlong  he  leaps  amidft  the  greedy  main  ; 

While  this  laft  wilh  ran  ever  in  his  mind,  112^ 

To  die,  and  leave  his  darling  fon  behind ; 

Eager  to  part,  his  foul  difdain'd  to  wait. 

And  truft  uncertain  to  a  fmgle  fate. 

And  now  Maffilia's  vanquifh'd  force  gives  way. 
And  Czefar's  fortune  claims  the  doubtful  day.     1130 
The  Grecian  fleet  is  all  difpers'd  around. 
Some  in  the  bottom  of  the  deep  lie  drown'd ; 
Some,  captives  made,  their  haughty  vidlors  bore. 
While  fome,  but  thofe  a  few,  fled  timely  to  the  fhore. 
But,  oh  !  what  verfe,  what  numbers,  can  exprefs  1 135 
The  mournful  city,  and  her  fore  diftrefs  ! 
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Upon  the  beach  lamenting  matrons  ftand. 
And  wailings  echo  o*er  the  lengthening  ftrand ; 
Their  eyes  are  fix'd  upon  the  waters  wide. 
And  watch  the  bodies  driving  with  the  tide.        1 1 40 
Here  a  fond  wife,  with  pious  error,  preft 
Some  hollile  Roman  to  her  throbbing  breaft  ; 
There  to  a  mangled  trunk  two  mothers  run. 
Each  grafps,  and  each  would  claim  it  for  her  fon  ; 
Each,  what  her  boding  heart  perfuades,  believes,  1 145 
And  for  the  laft  fad  office  fondly  drives. 

But  Brutus,  now  vidorious  on  the  main. 
To  Caefar  vindicates  the  watery  plain  ; 
Firft  to  his  brow  he  binds  the  naval  crown. 
And  bids  the  fpacious  deep  the  mighty  mailer  own.  1150 
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Czfar  having  Joined  Fabius,  whom  he  had  fent  before  him  to 
Spain,  incamps  upon  a  riling  ground  near  Ilerda,  and  not  fax 
from  the  river  Sicoris :  there,  the  waters  being  fvvollen  by  great 
rains,  endanger  his  camp  j  but  the  weather  turning  fair,  and  the 
floods  abating,  Pompey's  lieutenants,  Afranius  and  Petreius, 
who  lay  over-againft  him,  decamp  fuddenly.  Caefar  follows, 
and  incamps  fo  as  to  cut  off  their  paflage,  or  any  ufe  of  the 
river  Iberus.  As  both  armies  lay  now  very  near  to  each  other, 
the  foldiers  on  both  fides  knew,  and  faluted  one  another ;  and 
forgetting  the  oppofite  interefts  and  fadtions  they  were  engaged 
in,  ran  out  from  their  feveral  camps,  and  embraced  one  another 
with  great  tendernefs.  Many  of  Caefar's  foldiers  were  invited 
Into  the  enemy's  camp,  and  feafted  by  their  friends  and  relations. 
But  Petreius  apprehending  this  familiarity  might  be  of  ill  confe- 
quence  to  his  party,  commanded  them  all  (though  againft  the 
rules  of  humanity  and  hofpitality)  to  be  killed.  After  this,  he  at- 
tempts in  vain  to  march  back  towards  Ilerda;  but  is  prevented, 
and  inclofed  by  Caefar ;  to  whom,  both  himfelf  and  Afranius, 
after  their  army  had  fufFered  extremely  for  want  of  water  and 
other  neceffaries,  are  compelled  to  furrender,  without  afking 
any  other  conditions  than  that  they  might  not  be  compelled  to 
take-on  in  his  army  ;  this  Caefar,  with  great  generofity,  grants, 
and  difmifTes  them.  In  the  mean  while,  C.  Antonius,  who 
commanded  for  Caefar  near  Saionae,  on  the  coall  of  Dalmatia, 
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being  fhut  up  by  Oftavlus,  Pompcy's  admiral,  and  dcftltute  of 
provifions,  had  attempted,  by  help  of  fome  veflels,  or  float- 
ing machines  of  a  new  invention,  to  pafs  through  Pompey's 
fleet :  two  of  them  by  advantage  of  the  tide  found  means  to 
efcape,  but  the  third,  which  carried  a  thoufand  Opitergians 
commanded  by  Vulteius,  was  intercepted  by  a  boom  laid  under 
the  water.  Thofe  when  they  found  it  impofl^ble  to  get  off,  at 
the  perfuafion,  and  by  the  example  of  their  leader,  ran  upon 
one  another's  fwords  and  died.  In  Africa  the  poet  introduces 
Curio  inquiring  after  the  ftory  of  Hercules  and  Antaeus,  which 
is  recounted  to  him  by  one  of  the  natives,  and  afterwards  re- 
lates the  particulars  of  his  being  circumvented,  defeated,  and 
killed  by  Juba. 


I 


■nuT  Caefar  in  Iberian  fields  afar, 

Ev'n  to  the  weftern  ocean  fpreads  the  war  ; 
And  though  no  hills  of  flaughter  heap  the  plain 
No  purple  deluge  leaves  a  guilty  (lain, 
Vaft  is  the  prize,  and  great  the  vi6lor's  gain* 
For  Pompey,  with  alternative  command,  6 

The  brave  Petreius  and  Afranius  fland : 
The  chiefs  in  friendfhip's  juft  conditions  join. 
And,  cordial  to  the  common  caufe,  combine ; 
By  turns  they  quit,  by  turns  refume  the  fway,        lo 
The  camp  to  guard,  or  battle  to  array  ; 
To  thefe  their  aid  the  nimble  Vedlons  yield. 
With  thofe  who  till  Afturia's  hilly  field ; 
Nor  wanted  then  the  Celtiberians  bold. 
Who  draw  their  long  defcent  from  Celtic  Gauls  of  old. 

Where  rifmg  grounds  the  fruitful  champain  end. 
And  unperceiv'd  by  foft  degrees  afcend ; 
An  ancient  race  their  city  chofe  to  found. 
And  with  Ilerda*s  walls  the  fummit  crowned, 
G  2 
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The  Sicoris,  of  no  ignoble  name,  20 

Fall  by  the  mountain  pours  his  gentle  ftream, 

A  liable  bridge  runs  crofs  from  fide  to  fide> 

Whofe  fpacious  arch  tranfmits  the  paffing  tide. 

And  jutting  piers  the  wintery  floods  abide. 

Two  neighbouring  hills  their  heads  dillinguifli'd  raife ; 

The  firfl  great  Pompey's  enfigns  high  difplays ;      26 

Proud  Caefar^s  camp  upon  the  next  is  feen  ; 

The  river  interpofmg  glides  between. 

Wide  fpread  beyond,  an  ample  plain  extends. 

Far  as  the  piercing  eye  its  profpedl  fends  ;  30 

Upon  the  fpacious  level's  utmofl  bound. 

The  Cinga  rolls  his  rapid  waves  around. 

But  foon  in  full  Iberus'  channel  loft. 

His  blended  waters  feek  Iberia's  coaft  ; 

He  yields  to  the  fuperior  torrent's  fame,  35 

And  with  the  country  takes  his  nobler  name. 

Now  'gan  the  lamp  of  heaven  the  plains  to  gild. 
When  moving  legions  hide  th'  embattled  field  ; 
When  front  to  front  oppos'd  in  juft  array. 
The  chieftains  each  their  hoftile  powers  difplay  :    40 
But  whether  confcious  Ihamc  their  wrath  rcpreft. 
And  foft  reluctance  rofe  in  every  breaft  ; 
Or  Virtue  did  a  Ihort-liv'd  rule  refume. 
And  gain'd  one  day  for  liberty  and  Rome  ; 
Sufpended  rage  yet  linger'd  for  a  fpace,  45 

And  to  the  weft  declin'd  the  fun  in  peace. 
Night  rofe,  and  black'ning  ftiades  involved  the  flcy. 
When  Caifar,  bent  war's  wily  arts  to  try. 
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Through  his  extended  battle  gives  command. 

The  foremoft  lines  in  order  fix'd  fhall  Hand  ;  50 

Mean-while  the  laft,  low  lurking  from  the  foe. 

With  fecret  labour  fmk  a  trench  below : 

Succefsful  they  the  deftin'd  tafk  purfue. 

While  clofing  files  prevent  the  hoilile  view.  54 

Soon  as  the  morn  renew'd  the  dawning  gray. 
He  bids  the  foldier  urge  his  fpeedy  way. 
To  feize  a  vacant  height  that  near  llerda  lay. 
This  faw  the  foe,  and  wing'd  with  fear  and  fhame. 
Through  fecret  paths  with  fwift  prevention  came. 
Now  various  motives  various  hopes  aiFord,  60 

To  thefe  the  place,  to  thofe  the  conquering  fword  : 
Opprefs'd  beneath  their  armour's  cumbrous  weight, 
Th'  affailants  labouring  tempt  the  lleepy  height  ; 
Half  bending  back  they  mount  with  panting  pain. 
The  following  croud  their  foremoft  mates  fuftain;  65 
Againft  the  fhelving  precipice  they  toil. 
And  prop  their  hands  upon  the  fteely  pile : 
On  cliffs  and  fhrubs,  their  fteps,  fome  climbing  ftay. 
With  cutting  fwords  fome  clear  the  woody  way  ; 
Nor  death,  nor  wounds,  their  enemies  annoy,        70 
While  other  ufes  now  their  arms  employ. 
Their  chief  the  danger  from  afar  furvey'd. 
And  bade  the  horfe  fly  timely  to  their  aid. 
In  order  juft  the  ready  fquadrons  ride. 
Then  wheeling  to  the  right  and  left  divide. 
To  flank  the  foot,  and  guard  each  naked  fide. 
Safe  in  the  middle  fpace  retire  the  foot. 
Make  good  the  rear,  and  fcorn  the  foes  piicfuit; 
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Each  fide  retreat,  though  each  difdain  to  yield. 
And  claim  the  glory  of  the  doubtful  field.  80 

Thus  far  the  caufe  of  Rome  by  arms  was  tryM, 
And  human  rage  alone  the  war  fupply'd ; 
But  now  the  elements  new  wrath  prepare. 
And  gathering  tempelb  vex  the  troubled  air. 
Long  had  the  earth  by  wintery  frolls  been  bound,  85 
And  the  dry  north  had  numb'd  the  lazy  ground. 
No  furrow 'd  fields  were  drench 'd  with  drifly  rain. 
Snow  hid  the  hills,  and  hoary  ice  the  plain. 
All  defolate  the  weftern  climes  were  feen,  -\ 

Keen  were  the  blafts,  and  fharp  the  blue  ferene,     ^ 
To  parch  the  fading  herb, and  dip  the  fpringing  green .  3 
At  length  the  genial  heat  began  to  Ihine, 
With  ftronger  beams  in  Aries*  vernal  fign; 
Again  the  golden  day  refum'd  its  right. 
And  rul'd  in  jurt:  equation  with  the  night  :  95 

The  moon  her  monthly  courfe  had  now  begun. 
And  with  increafing  horns  forfook  the  fun ; 
When  Boreas,  by  night's  filver  emprefs  driven. 
To  fofter  airs  rcfign'd  the  v/eftcrn  heaven. 
Then  with  warm  bree5:es  gentler  Eurus  came,      100 
Glowing  with  India's  and  Arabia's  flame. 
The  fweeping  wind  the  gathering  vapours  preft. 
From  every  region  of  the  farthcfl  ealt; 
Nor  hang  they  heavy  in  the  midway  fky. 
Hut  fpeedy  to  Hcfperia  driving  fly  ;  I05 

To  Calpe's  hills  the  fluicy  rains  repair,  -t 

From  north,  and  fouih,  the  clouds  aflcmble  there,  V 
Ami  dark:  ning  ilormii  lour  in  the  fluggifh  air.         J 
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Where  weftern  ikies  the  utmoft  ocean  bound. 
The  watery  treafures  heap  the  welkin  round  ;       no 
Thither  they  croud,  and,  fcanted  in  the  fpace. 
Scarce  between  heaven  and  earth  can  find  a  place. 
Condensed  at  length  the  fpouting  torrents  pour. 
Earth  fmokes,  and  rattles  with  the  gufhing  fhower ; 
Jove's  forky  fires  are  rarely  feen  to  fly,  1 1^ 

Extinguiih'd  in  the  deluge  foon  they  die  ; 
Nor  e'er  before  did  dewy  Iris  fhow 
Such  fady  colours,  or  fo  maim'd  a  bow ; 
Unvary'd  by  the  light's  refradling  beam. 
She  ftoop'd  to  drink  from  ocean's  briny  ftream;   120 
Then  to  the  dropping  fky  reftor'd  the  rain : 
Again  the  falling  waters  fought  the  main. 
Then  fir  ft  the  covering  fnows  began  to  flow 
From  off  the  Pyrenean's  hoary  brow; 
Huge  hills  of  froft,  a  thoufand  ages  old,  1 25 

O'er  which  the  fummer  funs  had  vainly  roU'd, 
Now  melting,  rufli  from  every  fide  amain. 
Swell  every  brook,  and  deluge  all  the  plain. 
And  now  o'er  Csfar's  camp  the  torrents  fweep. 
Bear  down  the  works,  and  fill  the  trenches  deep.  130 
Here  men  and  arms  in  mix'd  confufion  fwim. 
And  hollow  tents  drive  with  th'  impetuous  flream ; 
Loft  in  the  fpreading  floods  the  land-marks  lie. 
Nor  can  the  forager  his  way  defcry. 
No  beafts  for  food  the  floating  paftures  yield,        1 3  5 
Nor  herbage  rifes  in  the  watery  field. 
And  now,  to  fill  the  meafure  of  their  fears. 
Her  baleful  vifage  meagre  Famine  rears  ; 
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Seldom  alone,  ilie  troops  among  the  fiends. 

And  flill  on  war  and  pellilence  attends.  140 

Unprefs'd,  unflraiten'd  by  befieging  foes. 

All  miferies  of  want  the  foldier  knows. 

Gladly  he  gives  his  little  wealth,  to  eat. 

And  buys  a  morfel  with  his  whole  eftate. 

Curs 'd  merchandize  !  where  life  itfelf  is  fold,       145 

And  avarice  confents  to  ftarve  for  gold  ! 

No  rock,  no  rifing  mountain,  rears  his  head. 

No  fingle  river  winds  along  the  mead. 

But  one  vaft  lake  o'er  all  the  land  is  fpread. 

No  lofty  grove,  no  forell  haunt  is  found,  150 

But  in  his  den  deep  lies  the  favage  drown'd : 

With  headlong  rage  refiflkfs  in  its  courfe. 

The  rapid  torrent  whirls  the  fnorting  hcrfe ; 

High  o'er  the  fea  the  foamy  freflies  ride. 

While  backward  Tethys  turns  her  yielding  tide.   155 

Mean-time  continued  darknefs  veils  the  fkies. 

And  funs  with  unavailing  ardour  rife; 

Nature  no  more  her  various  face  can  boaft. 

But  form  is  huddled  up  in  night  and  loft. 

Such  are  the  climes  beneath  the  frozen-zone,       160 

Where  cheerlefs  winter  plants  her  dreary  throne  ; 

No  golden  ftars  their  gloomy  heavens  adorn, 

J<or  genial  feafons  to  their  earth  return  : 

But  everlafting  ice  and  fnows  appear. 

Bind  up  the  fummer  figns,  and  curfe  the  barren  year.  16; 

Almighty  Sire  !  who  doft  fupremely  reign. 
And  thou  great  ruler  of  the  raging  main  ! 
Ye  gracious  gods !  in  mercy  give  command. 
This  defolation  may  for  ever  ftand. 
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Thou  Jove  1  for  ever  cloud  thy  ftormy  Iky;         170 
Thou  Neptune  !  bid  thy  angry  waves  run  high  : 
Heave  thy  huge  trident  for  a  mighty  blow. 
Strike  the  ftrong  earth,  and  bid  her  fountains  flow; 
Bid  every  river-god  exhauft  his  urn. 
Nor  let  thy  own  alternate  tides  return ;  1 75 

Wide  let  their  blended  waters  wafte  around, 
Thefe  regions,  Rhine,  and  thofe  of  Rhone  confound. 
Melt,  ye  hoar  mountains  of  Riphasan  fnow  ; 
Brooks,  flreams,  and  lakes,  let  all  your  fources  go  ; 
Your  fpreading  floods  the  guilt  of  Rome  fliall  fpare,  1 80 
And  fave  the  wretched  world  from  Civil  War. 

But  fortune  ftay'd  her  fhort  difpleafure  here. 
Nor  urg'd  her  minion  with  too  long  a  fear  ; 
With  large  increafe  her  favours  full  returned. 
As  if  the  gods  themfelves  his  anger  mourn'd  ;       185 
As  if  his  name  were  terrible  to  heaven. 
And  Providence  could  fue  to  be  forgiven. 

Now  'gan  the  welkin  clear  to  fliine  ferene. 
And  Phoebus  potent  in  his  rays  was  feen. 
The  fcattering  clouds  difclos'd  the  piercing  light,  193 
And  hung  the  firmament  with  fleecy  white  ; 
The  troublous  fl:orm  had  fpent  his  wrathful  ftore. 
And  clattering  rains  were  heard  to  rulh  no  more. 
Again  the  woods  their  leafy  honours  raife. 
And  herds  upon  the  rifmg  mountains  graze.  195 

Day's  genial  heat  upon  the  damps  prevails. 
And  ripens  into  earth  the  flimy  vales. 
Bright  glittering  ftars  adorn  night's  fpangled  air. 
And  ruddy  evening  Ikies  foretel  the  morning  fair. 
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Soon  as  the  falling  Sicoris  begun  200 

A  peaceful  ftream  within  his  banks  to  run. 

The  bending  willow  into  barks  they  twine. 

Then  line  the  work  with  fpoils  of  flaughter'd  klne: 

Such  are  the  floats  Venetian  lifhers  know. 

Where  in  dull  marfhes  ftands  the  fettling  Po  ;       205 

On  fuch  to  neighbouring  Gaul,  allur'd  by  gain. 

The  bolder  Britons  crofs  the  fwelling  main ; 

Like  thefe,  when  fruitful  Egypt  lies  afloat. 

The  Memphian  artifl  builds  his  reedy  boat. 

On  thefe  embarking  bold  with  eager  hafte,  210 

Acrofs  the  ftream  his  legions  Caefar  pail : 

Straight  the  tall  woods  with  founding  ftrokes  are  fell*d. 

And  with  ftrong  piles  a  beamy  bridge  they  build ; 

Then,  mindful  of  the  flood  fo  lately  fpread. 

They  ftretch  the  lengthening  arches  o'er  the  mead.  2 1 5 

And,  left  his  bolder  waters  rife  again,  ") 

With  numerous  dikes  they  canton  out  the  plain,     > 

And  by  a  thoufand  ftreams  the  fuffering  river  drain.   J 

Petreius  now  a  fate  fuperior  faw. 
While  elements  obey  proud  Casfar's  law;  220 

Then  ftraight  Ilerda's  lofty  walls  forfook. 
And  to  the  fartheft  weft  his  arms  betook ; 
The  nearer  regions  faithlefs  all  around. 
And  bafely  tj>  the  vi'flor  bent,  he  found. 
When  with'juft  rage  and  Indignation  fir'd,  225 

He  to  the  Celtiberians  fierce  retir'd ; 
There  fought,  amidft  the  world's  extremeft  parts. 
Still  daring  hands,  and  ftill  unconquer'd  hearts. 

Soon  as  he  view'd  the  neighbouring  mountain's  head 
No  longer  by  the  hoftile  camp  o'erfpread,  230' 
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Caefar  commands  to  arm.     Without  delay 

The  foldier  to  the  river  bends  his  way  ; 

None  then  with  cautious  care  the  bridge  explor'd. 

Or  fought  the  ihallows  of  the  fafer  ford ; 

Arm'd  at  all  points,  they  plunge  amidft  the  flood,  235 

And  with  ftrong  finews  make  the  pafTage  good : 

Dangers  they  fcorn  that  might  the  bold  affright. 

And  Hop  ev'n:|)anting  cowards  in  their  flight. 

At  length  the  farther  bank  attaining  fafe,  239 

Chiird  by  the  flream,  their  dropping  limbs  they  chafe  : 

Then  with  frefli  vigour  urge  the  foes  purfuit. 

And  in  the  fprightly  chafe  the  powers  of  life  recruit. 

Thus  they  ;  till  half  the  courfe  of  life  was  run. 

And  leflening  fliadows  own'd  the  noon-day  fun; 

The  fliers  now  a  doubtful  fight  maintain,  245 

While  the  fleet  horfe  in  fquadrons  fcour  the  plain  ; 

The  fl:ragglers  fcattering  round  they  force  to  yield. 

And  gather  up  the  gleanings  of  the  field. 

'Midfl:  a  wide  plain  two  lofty  rocks  arife. 
Between  the  cliffs  an  humble  valley  lies ;  250 

Long  rows  of  ridgy  mountains  run  behind. 
Where  ways  obfcure  and  fecret  paflTes  wind. 
But  Caefar,  deep  within  his  thought,  forefees 
The  foes  attempt  the  covert  ftrong  to  feize : 
So  may  their  troops  at  leifure  range  afar,  255 

And  to  the  Celtiberians  lead  the  war. 
Be  quick  (he  cries)  nor  minding  juft  array. 
Swift,  to  the  combat,  wing  your  fpeedy  way. 
See  !  where  yon  cowards  to  the  faftnefs  hafte. 
But  let  your  terrors  in  their  way  be  plac'd  :  260 
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Pierce  not  the  fearful  backs  of  thofe  that  fly, 
JBut  on  your  meeting  javelins  let  them  die. 
He  faid.     The  ready  legions  took  the  word. 
And  haftily  obey  their  eager  lord ; 
With  diligence  the  coming  foe  prevent,  265 

And  ftay  their  marches,  to  the  mountains  bent. 
Near  neighbouring  now  the  camps  intrenched  are  feen. 
With  fcarce  a  narrow  interval  between. 
,    Soon  as  their  eyes  o'erfiioot  the  middle  fpace. 
From  either  hoft,  fires,  fons,  and  brothers  trace 
The  well-known  features  of  fome  kindred  face. 
Then  firll  their  hearts  with  tendcrnefs  were  ftruck, 
Firfl  with  remorfe  for  civil  rage  they  fhook ; 
Stiffening  with  horror  cold,  and  dire  amaze. 
Awhile  in  filent  interviews  they  gaze  :  275 

Anon  with  fp'eechlefs  figns  their  fwords  falute. 
While  thoughts  conflidling  keep  their  mailers  mute. 
At  length,  difdaining  ftill  to  be  repreft. 
Prevailing  palTion  rofe  in  every  breaft. 
And  the  vain  rules  of  guilty  war  tranfgrefs'd. 
As  at  a  fignal,  both  their  trenches  quit,  281 

And  fpreading  arms  in  clofe  embraces  knit : 
Now  friendfhip  runs  o'er  all  her  ancient  claims, 
Gueft  and  companion  are  their  only  names ; 
Old  neighbourhood  they  fondly  call  to  mind,        285 
And  how  their  boyifh  years  in  leagues  were  join'd. 
With  grief  each  other  mutually  they  know. 
And  find  a  friend  in  every  Roman  foe. 
Their  falling  tears  their  ileely  arms  bedew. 
While  interrupting  fighs  each  kifs  purfue  ;  290 
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And  though  their  hands  are  yet  unftain'd  by  guilt. 
They  tremble  for  the  blood  they  might  have  fpilt. 
But  fpeak,  unhappy  Roman  !  fpeak  thy  pain. 
Say  for  what  woes  thy  dreaming  eyes  complain  ? 
Why  doft  thou  groan  ?   why  beat  thy  founding  breaft  ? 
Why  is  this  wild  fantaftic  grief  expreft  ?  296 

Is  it,  that  yet  thy  country  claims  thy  care  ? 
Doll  thou  the  crimes  of  war  unwilling  fliare  ? 
Ah  !  whither  art  thou  by  thy  fears  betray'd  ? 
How  canft  thou  dread  that  power  thy  felf  hall  made  ?  300 
Do  Caefar's  trumpets  call  thee  ?  fcorn  the  found. 
Does  he  bid,  march  ?  dare  thou  to  keep  thy  ground. 
So  rage  and  flaughter  fhall  to  juflice  yield. 
And  fierce  Erinnys  quit  the  fatal  field  : 
Caefar  in  peace  a  private  Hate  fhall  know,  30 r 

And  Pompey  be  no  longer  call'd  his  foe. 

Appear,  thou  heavenly  Concord  !  blell  appear  1 
And  fhed  thy  better  influences  here. 
Thou  who  the  warring  elements  doil  bind. 
Life  of  the  world,  and  fafcty  of  mankind, 
Infufe  thy  fovereign  balm,  and  heal  the  wrathful 

mind. 

Bat  if  the  fame  dire  fury  rages  yet. 
Too  well  they  know  what  foes  their  fwords  fhall  meet ; 
No  blind  pretence  of  ignorance  remains. 
The  blood  they  fhed  mull  flow  from  Roman  veins.  3 15 
Oh  !  fatal  truce  I  the  brand  of  guilty  Rome  ! 
From  thee  worfe  wars  and  redder  flaughters  come. 
See  !  with  what  free  and  unfufpefting  love. 
From  camp  to  camp  the  jocund  warriors  rove ; 
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Each  to  his  turfy  table  bids  his  gueft,  320 

And  Bacchus  crowns  the  hofpitable  feaft. 

The  grafly  fires  refulgent  lend  their  light. 

While  converfation  fleeplefs  waftes  the  night : 

Of  early  feats  of  arms,  by  turns  they  tell. 

Of  fortunes  that  in  various  fields  befell,  32^ 

With  well-becoming  pride  their  deeds  relate. 

And  now  agree,  and  friendly  now  debate  : 

At  length  their  unaufpicious  hands  are  join'd. 

And  facred  leagues  with  faith  renew'd  they  bind.  329 

But  oh  !  what  worfe  could  cruel  fate  afford ! 

The  furies  fmil'd  upon  the  curft  accord. 

And  dy'd  with  deeper  ftains  the  Roman  fword. 

By  bufy  fame  Petreius  foon  is  told. 
His  camp,  himfelf,  to  Caefar  all  are  fold; 
When  ftraight  the  chief  indignant  calls  to  arm,      335 
And  bids  the  trumpet  fpread  the  loud  alarm. 
With  war  encompafsM  round  he  takes  his  way. 
And  breaks  the  fhort-liv'd  truce  with  fierce  affray; 
He  drives  th'  unarm'd  and  unfufpedling  guefi:, 
Amaz'd,  and  wounded,  from  th'  unfinilh'd  feaft ;   340 
With  horrid  Heel  he  cuts  each  fond  embrace. 
And  violates  with  blood  the  new-made  peace. 
And  lelt  the  fainting  flames  of  wrath  expire. 
With  words  like  thefe  he  fans  the  deadly  fire  : 
Ye  herd!  unknowing  of  the  Roman  worth,  345 

And  loft  to  the  great  caufe  which  led  you  forth ; 
Though  vi£lory  and  captive  C^efar  were 
Honours  too  glorious  for  your  fwords  to  fhare ; 
Yet  fomething,  abjedb  as  you  are,  from  you. 
Something  to  virtue  and  the  laws  is  due  :  3 50 
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A  fecond  praife  ev'n  yet  you  may  partake  ! 
Fight,  and  be  vanquifh'd  for  your  country's  fake. 
Can  you,  while  fate  as  yet  fufpends  our  doom. 
While  you  have  blood  and  lives  to  lofe  for  Rome, 
Can  .you  with  tame  fubmiflion  feek  a  lord ;  355 

And  own  a  caufe  by  men  and  gods  abhorr'd  ? 
Will  you  in  lowly  wife  his  mercy  crave  ? 
Can  foldiers  beg  to  wear  the  name  of  Have  ? 
Would  you  for  us  your  fuit  to  Ca^far  move  ? 
Know  we  difdain  his  pardoning  power  to  prove  :  360 
No  private  bargain  fhaU  redeem  this  head  : 
For  Rome,  and  not  for  us,  the  war  was  made. 
Though  peace  a  fpecious  poor  pretence  afford, 
Bafenefs  and  bondage  lurk  beneath  the  word. 
In  vain  the  workmen  fearch  the  fteely  mine         365 
To  arm  the  field,  and  bid  the  battle  fhine  ; 
In  vain  the  fortrefs  lifts  her  towery  height ; 
In  vain  the  warlike  fteed  provokes  the  fight ; 
In  vain  our  oars  the  foamy  ocean  fweep ; 
In  vain  our  floating  caftles  hide  the  deep;  370 

In  vain  by  land,  in  vain  by  fea  we  fought. 
If  peace  (hall  e'er  with  liberty  be  bought. 
See  !  with  what  conflancy,  what  gallant  pride. 
Oar  ftedfafl  foes  defend  an  impious  fide  ! 
Bound  by  their  oaths,  though  enemies  to  good,    375 
They  fcorn  to  change  from  what  they  once  have  vow'd. 
While  each  vain  breath  your  flackening  faith  with- 
draws. 
Yours !  who  pretend  to  arm  for  Rome  and  lawsj 
W'ho  find  no  fault,  but  Juftice  in  your  caufe. 
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And  yet,  methinks,  I  would  not  give  you  o'er,     380 
A  brave  repentance  flill  is  in  your  power  : 
While  Pompey  calls  the  utmoll:  eall  from  far. 
And  leads  the  Indian  monarchs  on  to  war. 
Shall  we  (oh  fhame  !)  prevent  his  great  fuccefs. 
And  bind  his  hands  by  our  inglorious  peace  ? 
He  fpoke  ;  and  civil  rage  at  once  returns. 
Each  breail  the  fonder  thought  of  pity  fcorns. 
And  ruthlefs  with  redoubled  fury  burns. 
So  when  the  tyger,  or  the  fpotted  pard. 
Long  from  the  woods  and  favage  haunts  debarr'd,  390 
From  their  firll  fiercenefs  for  a  while  are  won. 
And  feem  to  put  a  gentler  nature  on ; 
Patient  their  prifon,  and  mankind  they  bear. 
Fawn  on  their  lords,  and  looks  lefs  horrid  wear : 
But  let  the  taile  of  flaughter  be  renew'd,  395 

And  their  fell  jaws  again  with  gore  imbru'd  ; 
Then  dreadfully  their  wakening  furies  rife. 
And  glaring  fires  rekindle  in  their  eyes  ; 
With  wrathful  roar  their  echoing  dens  they  tear. 
And  hardly  ev'n  the  well-known  keeper  fpare ; 
The  Ihuddering  keeper  Ihakcs,  and  ftands  aloof  for 

fear. 

From  friendfhip  freed,  and  confcious  nature's  tie. 
To  undiftinguilh'd  flaughters  loofe  they  fly  ; 
With  guilt  avow'd  their  daring  crimes  advance. 
And  fcorn  th'  excufe  of  ignorance  and  chance.     40*5 
Thofe  whom  fo  late  their  fond  embraces  prell. 
The  bofom's  partner,  and  the  welcome  gueft ; 
Now  at  the  board  unliofpitable  bleed. 
While  flreams  of  blood  the  flowing  bowl  fucceed. 
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With  groans  at  firft  each  draws  the  glittering  brand. 
And  lingering  death  flops  in  th'  unwilling  hand  : 
Till  urg'd  at  length  returning  force  they  feel. 
And  catch  new  courage  from  the  murdering  Ileel  : 
Vengeance  and  hatred  rife  with  every  blow. 
And  blood  paints  every  vifage  like  a  foe.  415 

Uproar  and  horror  through  the  camp  abound. 
While  impious  fons  their  mangled  fathers  wound. 
And,  left  the  merit  of  the  crime  be  loft. 
With  dreadful  joy  the  parricide  they  boaft ; 
Proud  to  their  chiefs  the  cold  pale  heads  they  bear,  420 
The  gore  yet  dropping  from  the  filver  hair. 
But  thou,  O  Caefar  !  to  the  gods  be  dear  ! 
Thy  pious  mercy  well  becomes  their  care; 
And  though  thy  foldier  falls  by  treacherous  peace. 
Be  proud,  and  reckon  this  thy  great  fuccefs.         425 
Not  all  thou  ow'ft  to  bounteous  Fortune's  fmile. 
Not  proud  Maffilia,  nor  the  Pharian  Nile  ; 
Not  the  full  conqueft  of  Pharfalia's  field. 
Could  greater  fame,  or  nobler  trophies  yield  ; 
Thine  and  the  caufe  of  juftice  now  are  one,  430 

Since  guilty  flaughter  brands  thy  foes  alone. 

Nor  dare  the  confcious  leaders  longer  wait. 
Or  truft  to  fuch  unhallow'd  hands  their  fate  : 
Aftonifh'd  and  difmay'd  they  ftiun  the  fight. 
And  to  Ilerda  turn  their  hafty  flight.  435 

But,  ere  their  march  atchieves  its  deftin'd  courfe. 
Preventing  Csfar  fends  the  winged  horfe  : 
The  fpeedy  fquadrons  feize  th'  appointed  ground. 
And  hold  their  foes  on  hills  encompafs'd  round. 
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Pent  up  in  barren  heights^  they  ftrive  in  vain       440 
Refrefhing  fprings  and  flowing  ftreams  to  gain ; 
Strong  hollile  works  their  camp's  extenfion  ftay. 
And  deep-funk  trenches  intercept  their  way. 

Now  deaths  in  unexpeded  forms  arife, 
Thirft  and  pale  famine  flalk  before  their  eyes.      445 
Shut  up  and  clofe  befieg'd,  no  more  they  need 
The  ftrength  or  fwiftncfs  of  the  warlike  fteed; 
But  doom  the  generous  courfers  all  to  bleed. 
Hopelefs  at  length,  and  barr'd  around  from  flight. 
Headlong  they  rufli  to  arms,  and  urge  the  fight:  450 
But  Casfar,  who  with  wary  eyes  beheld. 
With  what  determin'd  rage  they  fought  the  field, 
Reftrain'd  his  eager  troops.     Forbear,  he  cry'd.. 
Nor  let  your  fword  in  madmen's  blood  be  dy'd 
But,  fince  they  come  devoted  by  defpair. 
Since  life  is  grown  unworthy  of  their  care. 
Since  'tis  their  time  to  die,  'tis  our's  to  fpare. 
Thofe  naked  bofoms  that  provoke  the  foe. 
With  greedy  hopes  of  deadly  vengeance  glow  ; 
With  pleafure  fliall  they  meet  the  pointed  fteel,   460 
Nor  fmarting  wounds,  nor  dying  anguilh  feel. 
If,  while  they  bleed,  your  Casfar  fhares  the  pain. 
And  mourns  his  gallant  friends  among  the  flain. 
But  wait  awhile,  this  rage  fliall  foon  be  paft. 
This  blaze  of  courage  is  too  fierce  to  lall;  465 

This  ardour  for  the  fight  fliall  faint  away. 
And  all  this  fond  defire  of  death  decay. 

He  fpoke ;  and  at  the  word  the  war  was  flcy'd. 
Till  Phoebus  fled  from  night's  afcending  fliade. 
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Ev'n  all  the  day,  embattled  on  the  plain,  470 

The  ralh  Petreians  urge  to  arms  in  vain  : 

At  length  the  weary  fire  began  to  ceafe. 

And  wafting  fury  languifh'd  into  peace  ; 

Th'  impatient  arrogance  of  wrath  declin'd, 

And  flackening  paffions  cool'd  upon  the  mind.      475 

So  when,  the  battle  roaring  loud  around. 

Some  warrior  warm  receives  a  fatal  wound  ; 

While  yet  the  griding  fword  has  newly  paft. 

And  the  firft  pungent  pains  and  anguifli  laft ; 

While  full  with  life  the  turgid  vefTels  rife,  4S0 

And  the  warm  juice  the  fpritely  nerve  fupplies ; 

Each  ilnewy  limb  with  fiercer  force  is  prefl. 

And  rage  redoubles  in  the  burning  breaft : 

But  if,  as  confcious  of  th'  advantage  gain'd. 

The  cooler  vidor  ftays  his  wrathful  hand;  485 

Then  finks  his  thrall  with  ebbing  fpirits  low. 

The  black  blood  ftiffens  and  forgets  to  How; 

Cold  damps  and  numbnefs  clofe  the  deadly  flound. 

And  ftretch  him  pale  and  fainting  on  the  ground. 

For  water  now  on  every  fide  they  try,  490 

Alike  the  fword  and  delving  fpade  employ  ; 
Earth's  bofom  dark,  laborious  they  explore. 
And  fearch  the  fources  of  her  liquid  ftorc  ; 
Deep  in  the  hollow  hill  the  well  defcends. 
Till  level  with  the  moifter  plain  it  ends.  4^5 

Not  lower  down  from  chearful  day  decline 
The  pale  Affyrians,  in  the  golden  mine. 
In  vain  they  toil,  no  fecret  ftreams  are  found 
To  roll  their  murmuring  tides  beneath  the  ground ; 
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No  burfting  fprings  repay  the  workman's  ftroke,  500 
Nor  glittering  gufh  from  out  the  wounded  rock  ; 
No  fweating  caves  in  dewy  droppings  ftand. 
Nor  fmalleft  rills  run  gurgling  o'er  the  fand. 
Spent  and  exhaufted  with  the  fruitlefs  pain. 
The  fainting  youth  afcend  to  light  again.  505 

And  now  lefs  patient  of  the  drought  they  grow. 
Than  in  thofe  cooler  depths  of  earth  below ; 
No  favory  viands  crown  the  chearful  board, 
Ev'n  food  for  want  of  water  Hands  abhorr'd; 
To  hunger's  meagre  refuge  they  retreat,  5  10 

And,  fmce  they  cannot  drink,  refufe  to  eat. 
Where  yielding  clods  a  moifter  clay  confefs. 
With  griping  hands  the  clammy  glebe  they  prefs  ; 
Where-e'er  the  ftanding  puddle  loathfome  lies. 
Thither  in  crouds  the  thirfty  foldier  flies;  515 

Horrid  to  fight,  the  miry  filth  they  quaif. 
And  drain  with  dying  jaws  the  deadly  draff. 
Some  feek  the  beftial  mothers  for  fupply. 
And  draw  the  herds  extended  udders  dry  ; 
Till  thirft,  unfated  with  the  milky  flore,  520 

With  labouring  lips  drinks-in  the  putrid  gore. 
Some  flrip  the  leaves,  and  fuck  the  morning  dews ; 
Some  grind  the  bark,  the  woody  branches  bruife^ 
And  fqueeze  the  fapling's  unconcodled  juice. 

Oh  happy  thofe,  to  whom  the  barbarous  kings  525 
Left  their  envenom'd  floods,  and  tainted  fprings ! 
Casfar  be  kind,  and  every  bane  prepare. 
Which  Cretan  rocks,  or  Lybian  fcrpents  bear  : 
The  Romans  to  thy  poifonous  ftreams  fhall  fly. 
And,  confcious  of  the  danger,  drink,  and  die.     5:30 
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With  fecret  flames  their  withering  entrails  burn. 

And  fiery  breathings  from  their  lungs  return ; 

The  fhrinking  veins  contract  their  purple  flood. 

And  urge,  laborious,  on  the  beating  blood  ; 

The  heaving  flghs  through  llraiter  paflTes  blow,    535 

And  fcorch  the  painful  palate  as  they  go  ; 

The  parch 'd  rough   tongue  night's  humid  vapours 

draws. 
And  refl:lefs  rolls  within  the  clammy  jaws ; 
With  gaping  mouths  they  wait  the  falling  rain. 
And  want  thofe  floods  that  lately  fpread  the  plain.  540 
Vainly  to  heaven  they  turn  their  longing  eyes. 
And  fix  them  on  the  dry  relentkfs  fkies. 
Nor  here  by  fandy  Afric  are  they  curfl:. 
Nor  Cancer's  fultry  line  inflames  their  thirfl:; 
But  to  enhance  their  pain,  they  view  below,         54^ 
Where  lakes  ftand  full,  and  plenteous  rivers  flow  ; 
Between  two  ftreams  expires  the  panting  hoft. 
And  in  a  land  of  water  are  they  loft. 

Now  preft  by  pinching  want's  unequal  weight. 
The  vanquifli'd  leaders  yield  to  adverfe  fate :       550 
Rejecting  arms,  Afranius  feeks  relief. 
And  fues  fubmiflive  to  the  hoftile  chief. 
Foremofl:  himfelf,  to  Caefar's  camp  he  leads 
His  famifli'd  troops,  a  fainting  band  fucceeds.     554 
At  length,  in  prefence  of  the  viftor  plac"'d, 
A  fitting  dignity  his  gefture  grae'd. 
That  fpoke  his  prefent  fortunes,  and  his  paft. 
With  decent  mixture  in  his  manly  mien. 
The  captive  and  the  general  were  feen  : 
H   3 
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Then,  with  a  free,  fecure,  undaunted  breaft,      560 
For  mercy  thus  his  pious  fuit  he  preft. 

Had  Fate  and  my  ill  fortune  laid  me  low. 
Beneath  the  power  of  fome  ungenerous  foe  ; 
My  fvvord  hung  ready  to  protedl  my  fame. 
And  this  right-hand  had  fav'd  my  foul  from  fhame  1565 
But  now  with  joy  I  bend  my  fuppliant  knee. 
Life  is  worth  afking,  fince  't  is  given  by  thee. 
No  party-zeal  our  fadlious  arms  inclines. 
No  hate  of  thee,  or  of  thy  bold  deligns. 
War  with  its  own  cccafions  came  unfought,  570 

And  found  us  on  the  fide  for  which  we  fought : 
True  to  our  caufe  as  befl  becomes  the  brave. 
Long  as  we  could,  we  kep-.  that  faith  we  gave. 
Nor  fliall  our  arms  thy  flronger  fate  delay. 
Behold  I  our  yielding  paves  thy  conquering  way  :  575 
The  weftern  nations  all  at  once  we  give. 
Securely  thefe  behind  thee  fhalt  thou  leave ; 
Here  while  thy  full  dominion  Hands  confeft. 
Receive  it  as  an  earneft  of  the  eaft.  579 

Nor  this  thy  eafy  vidory  difdain,  1 

Bought  with  no  feas  of  blood,  nor  hills  of  flain  ;      > 
Forgive  the  foes  that  fpare  thy  fword  a  pain.  J 

Nor  is  the  boon  for  which  we  fue  too  great. 
The  weary  foldier  begs  a  laft  retreat ; 
In  fome  poor  village,  peaceful  at  the  plough,      585 
Let  them  enjoy  the  life  thou  doft  bellow. 
Think,  in  fome  field,  among  the  llain  we  lie. 
And  loft  to  thy  remembrance  caft  us  by. 
Mix  not  our  arms  in  thy  fuccefsful  war. 
Nor  let  tliy  captives  in  thy  triumph  fliare.  590 
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Thefe  unprevailing  bands  their  fate  have  try'd. 
And  prov'd  that  fortune  fights  not  on  their  fide. 
Guiltlefs  to  ceafe  from  flaughter  we  implore. 
Let  us  not  conquer  with  thee,  and  we  afk  no  more. 

He  faid.     The  viftor,  with  a  gentler  grace,     595 
And  mercy  foftening  his  feverer  face. 
Bade  his  attending  foes  their  fears  difmifs. 
Go  free  from  punifhment,  and  live  in  peace. 
The  truce  on  equal  terms  at  length  agreed, 
The*waters  from  the  watchful  guard  are  freed  :   600 
Eager  to  drink,  down  rufli  the  thirfty  croud. 
Hang  o'er  the  banks,  and  trouble  all  the  flood. 
Some,  while  too  fierce  the  fatal  draughts  they  drain. 
Forget  the  gafping  lungs  that  heave  in  vain  -, 
No  breathing  airs  the  choking  channels  fill,  6Q5 

But  every  fpring  of  life  at  once  ftands  ftill. 
Some  drink,  nor  yet  the  fervent  peft  affwage. 
With  wonted  fires  their  bloated  entrails  rage  ; 
With  burfting  fides  each  bulk  enormous  heaves. 
While  ftill  for  drink  th'  infatiate  fever  craves.      610 
At  length  returning  health  difpers'd  the  pain. 
And  lufty  vigour  flrung  the  nerves  again. 

Behold!  ye  Sons  of  Luxury,  behold! 
Who  fcatter  in  excefs  your  laviih  gold ; 
You  who  the  wealth  of  frugal  ages  wafte,  615 

T*  indulge  a  wanton  fupercilious  tafte  : 
For  whom  all  earth,  all  ocean  are  explored. 
To  fpread  the  various  proud  voluptuous  board  : 
Behold  !  how  little  thrifty  nature  craves,  6rg 

And  what  a  cheap  relief  the  lives  of  tbou&nds  favcs ! 
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No  coftly  wines  thefe  fainting  legions  know, 

Mark'd  by  old  confuls  many  a  year  ago; 

No  waiting  flaves  the  precious  juices  pour. 

From  myrrhine  goblets,  or  the  golden  ore  : 

But  with  pure  draughts  they  cool  the  boiling  blood,  625 

And  feek  their  fuccour  from  the  cryftal  flood. 

Who,  but  a  wretch,  would  think  it  worth  his  care. 

The  toils  and  wickednefs  of  war  to  fhare. 

When  all  we  want  thus  eafily  we  find  ? 

The  field  and  river  can  fupply  mankind.  630 

Difmifs'd,  and  fafe  from  danger  and  alarms. 

The  vanquifti'd  to  the  vidor  quits  his  arms  ; 

Guiltlefs  from  camps,  to  cities  he  repairs. 

And  in  his  native  land  forgets  his  cares. 

There  in  his  mind  he  runs,  repenting  o'er  635 

The  tedious  toils  and  perils  once  he  bore ; 

His  fpear  and  fword  of  battle  (land  accuril. 

He  hates  the  weary  march,  and  parching  thirft ; 

And  wonders  much,  that  e'er  with  pious  pain 

He  pray'd  fo  oft  for  vidlory  in  vain  :  640 

For  vi£lory  !  the  curfe  of  thofe  that  win. 

The  fatal  end  where  ftill  new  woes  begin. 

Let  the  proud  mafters  of  the  horrid  field 

Count  all  the  gains  their  dire  fuccefles  yield ;       644 

Then  let  them  think  what  wounds  they  yet  mull  feel. 

Ere  they  can  fix  revolving  fortune's  wheel: 

As  yet  th'  imperfeft  taflc  by  halves  is  done. 

Blood,  blood  remains,  more  battles  muft  be  won, 

And  many  a  heavy  labour  undergone : 

Still  conquering,  to  newguUt  they  fhall  fucceed,  650 

Where-ever  reftlefs  Fate  and  Caefar  lead. 
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How  happier  lives  the  man  to  peace  aflign'd, 
Amidft  this  general  ftorm  that  wrecks  mankind  ! 
In  his  own  quiet  houfe  ordain'd  to  die. 
He  knows  the  place  in  which  his  bones  fliall  lie.   655 
No  trumpet  warns  him  'put  his  harnefs  on. 
Though  faint,  and  all  with  wearinefs  fore-done  : 
But  when  night  falls,  he  lies  fecurely  down. 
And  calls  the  creeping  flumber  all  his  own. 
His  kinder  fates  the  warrior's  hopes  prevent,       660 
And  ere  the  time,  the  wifh'd  difiniflion  fent ; 
A  lowly  cottage,  and  a  tender  wife. 
Receive  him  in  his  early  days  of  life  ; 
His  boys,  a  ruftic  tribe,  around  him  play, 
And  homely  pleafures  wear  the  vacant  day.  665 

No  fadlious  parties  here  the  mind  engage. 
Nor  work  th'  imbitter'd  paffions  up  to  rage ; 
With  equal  eyes  the  hoftile  chiefs  they  view. 
To  This  their  faith,  to  That  their  lives  are  due  : 
To  both  oblig'd  alike,  no  part  they  take,  670 

Nor  vows  for  conqueft,  nor  againfl:  it,  make. 
Mankind's  misfortunes  they  behold  from  far, 
Pleas'd  to  Hand  neuter,  while  the  world's  at  war. 
But  Fortune,  bent  to  check  the  victor's  pride. 
In  other  lands  forfook  her  Casfar's  fide ;  675 

With  changing  cheer  the  fickle  goddefs  frown'd. 
And  for  a  while  her  favourite  caufe  difown'd. 
Where  Adria's  fwelling  furge  Salonie  laves. 
And  warm  lader  rolls  his  gentle  waves. 
Bold  in  the  brave  Curiftan's  warlike  band,  680 

Antonius  camps  upon  the  utmoft  ftrand : 
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Begirt  around  by  Pompey's  floaring  power. 

He  braves  the  navy  from  his  well-fenc'd  fhore. 

But  while  the  diilant  war  no  more  he  fears. 

Famine,  a  worfe,  refiftlefs  foe,  appears  :  685 

No  more  the  meads  their  graiTy  pafture  yield. 

Nor  waving  harvefts  crown  the  yellow  field. 

On  every  verdant  leaf  the  hungry  feed. 

And  fnatch  the  forage  from  the  fainting  deed ; 

Then  ravenous  on  their  camp's  defence  they  fall,  69O 

And  grind  with  greedy  jaws  the  turfy  wall. 

Near  on  the  neighbouring  coaft  at  length  they  fpy. 

Where  Bafilus  with  focial  fails  draws  nigh ; 

While,  led  by  Dolabella*s  bold  command. 

Their  Csefar's  legions  fpread  th'  Illyrian  ftrand  :  695 

Straight  with  new  hopes  their  hearts  recovering  beat. 

Aim  to  elude  the  foe,  and  meditate  retreat. 

Of  wondrous  form  a  vaft  machine  they  build. 
New,  and  unknown  upon  the  floating  held. 
Here,  nor  the  keel  its  crooked  length  extends,     700 
Nor  o'er  the  waves  the  rifmg  deck  afcends ; 
By  beams  and  grappling  chains  compared  ftrong. 
Light  fkiiFs,  and  cafks,  two  equal  rows  prolong  : 
O'er  thefe,  of  folid  oak  fccurely  made. 
Stable  and  tight  a  flooring  firm  is  laid  ;  705 

Sublime,  from  hence,  two  planky  towers  run  high. 
And  nodding  battlements  the  foe  defy. 
Securely  plac'd,  each  rifing  range  between. 
The  lufty  rower  plies  his  tafk  unfeen. 
Mean-while  nor  oars  upon  the  fides  appear,  7 10 

Nor  fwelling  fails  receive  the  driving  air  ; 
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But  living  feems  the  mighty  mafs  to  fweep. 
And  glide  felf-mov'd  athwart  the  yielding  deep. 
Three  wondrous  floats,  of  this  enormous  fize. 
Soon  by  the  Ikilful  builder's  craft  arife;  715 

The  ready  warriors  all  aboard  them  ride. 
And  wait  the  turn  of  the  retiring  tide. 
Backward  at  length  revolving  Tethys  flows. 
And  ebbing  waves  the  naked  fands  difclofe  : 
Straight  by  the  ftream  the  lanching  piles  are  born, 7  20 
Shields,  fpears,  and  helms,  their  nodding  towers  adorn; 
Threatening  they  move  in  terrible  array. 
And  to  the  deeper  ocean  bend  their  way. 

Oftavius  now,  whofe  naval  powers  command 
Adrians  rude  feas,  and  wide  Illyria's  ftpand,  725 

Full  in  their  courfe  his  fleet  advancing  ftays. 
And  each  impatient  combatant  delays  : 
To  the  blue  offing  wide  he  feems  to  bear. 
Hopeful  to  draw  th'  unwary  veiTels  near  ; 
Aloof  he  rounds  them,  eager  on  his  prey,  73c 

And  tempts  them  with  an  open  roomy  fea. 
Thus,  when  the  wily  huntfman  fpreads  his  nets. 
And  with  his  ambient  toil  the  woods  befets  ; 
While  yet  his  bufy  hands,  with  Ikilful  care. 
The  meftiy  hayes  and  forky  props  prepare ;  735 

Ere  yet  the  deer  the  painted  plumage  fpy, 
SnufF  the  ftrong  odour  from  afar,  and  fly  ; 
His  mates,  the  Cretan  hound  and  Spartan  bind. 
And  muzzle  all  the  loud  Molofiian  kind ; 
The  quefter  only  to  the  wood  they  loofe,  740 

Who  filently  the  tainted  track  purfues  : 
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Mute  figns  alone  the  confcious  haunt  betray. 
While  fix'd  he  points,  and  trembles  to  the  prey. 
'T  was  at  the  feafon  when  the  fainting  light, 
Juft  in  the  evening's  clofe,  brought  on  the  night:  745 
When  the  tall  towery  floats  their  ifle  forfook. 
And  to  the  fea  their  courfe,  adventurous,  took. 
But  now  the  fam'd  Sicilian  pirates,  ikill'd 
In  arts  and  warfare  of  the  liquid  field. 
Their  wonted  wiles  and  ftratagems  provide,  750 

To  aid  their  great  acknowledg'd  viftor's  fide. 
Beneath  the  glaffy  furface  of  the  main. 
From  rock  to  rock  they  ftretch  a  ponderous  chain; 
Loofely  the  flacker  links  fufpended  flow, 
T'  enwrap  the  driving  fabricks  as  they  go.  755 

Urg'd  from  within,  and  wafted  by  the  tide. 
Smooth  o'er  the  boom  the  firfl:  and  fecond  glide; 
The  third  the  guileful  latent  chain  enfolds. 
And  in  his  fteely  grafp  entwining  holds : 
From  the  tall  rocks  the  fliouting  vidlors  roar,       760 
And  drag  the  refty  captive  to  the  fliore. 
For  ages  pafl;  an  ancient  cliff  there  fl:ood, 
Whofe  bending  brow  hung  threatening  o*er  the  flood ; 
A  verdant  grove  was  on  the  fummit  plac'd. 
And  o'er  the  waves  a  gloomy  fliadow  cafl: ;  765 

While  near  the  bafe  wild  hollows  fink  below. 
There  roll  huge  feas,  and  bellowing  tempefts  blow  : 
Thither  whatever  the  greedy  waters  drown. 
The  fliipwreck,  and  the  driving  corpfe,  are  thrown  : 
Anon  the  gaping  gulph  the  fpoil  reftores,  770 

And  from  his  lowefl  depths  loud-fpouting  pours. 
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Not  rude  Charybdis  roars  in  founds  like  thefe. 

When  thundering,  with  a  burft,  fhe  fpevvs  the  foamy  feas. 

Hither,  with  warlike  Opitergians  fraught. 

The  third  ill-fated  prifoner  float  was  brought ;     775 

The  foe,  as  at  a  fignal,  fpeed  their  way. 

And  hafte  to  compafs  in  the  deilin'd  prey ; 

The  crouding  fails  from  every  flation  prefs. 

While  armed  bands  the  rocks  and  fhores  poiTefs. 

Too  late  the  chief,  Vulteius,  found  the  fnare,      780 

And  flrove  to  burft  the  toil  with  fruitlefs  care  : 

Driven  by  defpair  at  length,  nor  thinking  yet 

Which  way  to  fight,  or  whither  to  retreat. 

He  turns  upon  the  foe  ;  and  though  diftreft. 

By  wiles  intangled,  and  by  crouds  oppreft,  785 

With  fcarce  a  fingle  cohort  to  his  aid, 

Againft  the  gathering  hoft  a  Hand  he  made. 

Fierce  was  the  combat  fought,  with  flaughter  great 

Though  thus  an  odds  unequally  they  meet. 

One  with  a  thoufand  match'd,  a  fhip  againft  a  fleet. 

But  foon  on  dufky  wings  arofe  the  night,  791 

And  with  her  friendly  fliade  reftrains  the  fight ; 

The  combatants  from  war  confenting  ceafe. 

And  pafs  the  hours  of  darknefs  o'er  in  peace. 

When  to  the  foldier,  anxious  for  his  fate,  795 

And  doubtful  what  fuccefs  the  dawn  might  wait. 
The  brave  Vulteius  thus  his  fpeech  addreft. 
And  thus  compos'd  the  cares  of  every  beating  breaft. 

My  gallant  friends !  v/hom  our  hard  fates  decree. 
This  night,  this  fliort  night  only,  to  be  free  ;        800 
Think  what  remains  to  do,  but  think  with  hafte, 
Ei:e  the  brief  hour  of  liberty  be  paft. 
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Perhaps,  reduc'd  to  this  fo  hard  extreme. 

Too  fhort,  to  fome,  the  date  of  life  may  Teem  ; 

Yet  know,  brave  youths,  that  none  untimely  fall,  805 

Whom  death  obeys,  and  comes  but  when  they  call. 

'Tis  true,  the  neighbouring  danger  waits  us  nighj' 

We  meet  but  that  from  which  we  cannot  fly; 

Yet  think  not  but  with  equal  praife  we  die. 

Dark  and  uncertain  is  man's  future  doom,  810 

If  years,  or  only  moments,  are  to  come  : 

All  is  but  dying  ;  he  who  gives  an  hour. 

Or  he  who  gives  an  age,  gives  all  that's  in  his  power. 

Sooner,  or  late,  all  mortals  know  the  grave. 

But  to  choofe  death  diilinguifhes  the  brave.  815 

Behold,  where  waiting  round,  yon  hoftile  band. 

Our  fellow-citizens,  our  lives  demand. 

Prevent  we  then  their  cruel  hands,  and  bleed ; 

'Tis  but  to  do  what  is  too  fure  decreed. 

And  where  our  fate  would  drag  us  on,  to  lead. 

A  great  confpicuous  (laughter  fhall  we  yield,         821 

Nor  lie  the  carnage  of  a  common  field  : 

Where  one  ignoble  heap  confounds  the  flain. 

And  men,  and  beafts,  promifcuous  llrow  the  plain. 

Plac'd  on  this  float  by  fome  diviner  hand,  825 

As  on  a  ilage,  for  public  view  we  Hand. 

Illyria's  neighbouring  fliores,  her  ifles  around. 

And  every  cliff,  with  gazers  Ihall  be  crovvn'd ; 

The  feas,  and  earth,  our  virtue  fliall  proclaim. 

And  Hand  eternal  vouchers  for  our  fame  ;  830 

Alike  the  foes  and  fellows  of  our  caufe, 

Sliall  mark  the  deed,  and  join  in  vail  applaufe. 
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Blefl:  be  thou,  fortune,  that  has  mark'd  us  forth, 
A  monument  of  unexampled  wortli ; 
To  lateft  tunes  our  ftory  fliall  be  told,  835 

Ev*n  rais'd  beyond  the  nobleil  names  of  old. 
Diftinguifh'd  praife  ihall  a-ovvn  our  daring  youth. 
Our  pious  honour,  and  unfhaken  truth. 
Mean  is  our  offering,  Casfar,  we  confsfs  : 
For  fuch  a  chief,  what  foldier  can  do  lefs  ?  84a 

Yet  oh  !  this  faithful  pledge  of  love  receive  ! 
Take  it,  'tis  all  that  captives  have  to  give. 
Oh  !  that,  to  make  the  vidlim  yet  more  dear. 
Our  aged  fires,  our  children  had  been  here  : 
Then  with  full  horror  fhould  the  llaughter  rife,     845: 
And  blaft  our  paler  foes'  aftonifh'd  eyes ; 
Till,  aw'd  beneath  that  fcorn  of  death  we  wear. 
They  blefs  the  time  our  fellows  'fcap'd  their  fnare  : 
Till  with  mean  tears  our  fate  the  cowards  mourn. 
And  tremble  at  the  rage  with  which  we  burn.       S^a 
Perhaps  they  mean  our  conftant  fouls  to  try. 
Whether  for  life  and  peace  we  may  comply. 
Oh  !  grant,  ye  gods !   their  offers  may  be  great. 
That  we  may  glorioully  difdain  to  treat, 
That  this  lail  proof  of  virtue  we  may  give,  85^5- 

And  fhsw  we  die  not  now,  becaufe  we  could  not  live- 
That  valour  to  no  common  heights  muil  rife. 
Which  he,  ourgod-like  chief  himfelf,  fhall  prize. 
ImrnxDrtal  Ihall  our  truth  for  ever  fland. 
If  Caefar  thinks  tliis  little  faithful  band 
A  lofs,  amidft  the  holl  of  his  command. 
For  me,  my  friends,  my  fix'd  refolve  is  ta'cn. 
And  fate,  or  chance,  may  proffer  life  in  vain; 
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I  fcorn  whatever  fafety  they  provide. 

And  call  the  worthlefs  trifling  thought  afide.  865 

The  facred  rage  of  death  devours  me  whole. 

Reigns  in  my  heart,  and  triumphs  in  my  foul : 

I  fee,  I  reach  the  period  of  my  woe. 

And  taile  thofe  joys  the  dying  only  know. 

Wifely  the  gods  conceal  the  wondrous  good,         870 

Left  man  no  longer  ihould  endure  his  load  ; 

Left  every  wretch  like  me  from  life  fhould  fly. 

Seize  his  own  happinefs  himfelf,  and  die. 

He  fpoke.     The  band  his  potent  tongue  confeft. 
And  generous  ardour  burn'd  in  every  breaft.         875 
No  longer  now  they  view,  with  watery  eyes. 
The  fwift  revolving  circle  of  the  fkies  ; 
No  longer  think  the  fetting  ftars  in  hafte. 
Nor  wonder  flow  Bootes  moves  fo  faft ; 
But  with  high  hearts  exulting  all,  and  gay,  880 

They  wifli  for  light,  and  call  the  tardy  day. 
Yet,  nor  the'  heavenly  axis  long  delays. 
To  roll  the  radiant  flgns  beneath  the  feas ; 
In  Leda's  twins  now  rofe  the  warmer  fun. 
And  near  the  lofty  crab  exalted  flione  ;  8 85 

Swiftly  niglit's  fliorter  fliades  began  to  move. 
And  to  the  weft  Theflalian  Chiron  drove. 
At  length  the  morning's  purple  beams  difclofe 
The  wide  horizon  covcr'd  round  with  foes ; 
Each  rock  and  ftiore  the  crouding  Iftrians  keep,  890 
While  Greeks  and  fierce  Liburnians  fpread  the  deep : 
When  yet,  ere  fury  lets  the  battle  loofe, 
Otflavius  wooes  them  with  the  terms  of  truce ; 
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If  haply  Pompey's  chains  they  choofe  to  wear. 
And  captive  life  to  inftant  death  prefer.  895 

But  the  brave  youth,  regardlefs  of  his  might. 
Fierce  in  the  fcorn  of  life,  and  hating  light, 
Fearlefs,  and  carelefs  of  whate'er  may  come, 
Refolv'd,  and  felf-determin'd  to  their  doom ; 
Alike  difdain  the  threatening  of  the  war,  900 

And  all  the  flattering  wiles  their  foes  prepare. 
Calmly  the  numerous  legions  round  they  view. 
At  once  by  land  and  fea  the  fight  renew ; 
Relief,  or  friends,  or  aid,  expefl  they  none. 
But  fix  one  certain  truth  in  death  alone.  905 

In  oppofition  firm  awhile  they  flood. 
But  foon  were  fatisfy'd  with  hoftile  blood. 
Then  turning  from  the  foe,  with  gallant  pride. 
Is  there  a  generous  youth  (Vulteius  cry*d) 
Whofe  worthy  fword  may  pierce  your  leader's  fide: 
He  faid ;  and  at  the  word,  from  every  part,        9 1 
A  hundred  pointed  weapons  reach 'd  his  heart ; 
Dying  he  prais'd  them  all,  but  him  the  chief, 
Whofe  eager  duty  brought  the  firll  relief : 
Deep  in  his  breaft  he  plung'd  his  deadly  blade,    915 
And  with  a  grateful  llroke  the  friendly  gift  repay'd. 

At  once  all  ruih,  at  once  to  death  they  fly. 
And  on  each  other's  fword  alternate  die. 
Greedy  to  make  the  mifchief  all  their  own. 
And  arrogate  the  guilt  of  war  alone.  920 

A  fate  like  this  did  Cadmus'  harveft  prove. 
When  mortally  the  earth-born  brethren  fl:rove ; 
When  by  each  other's  hands  of  life  bereft. 
An  omen  dire  to  future  Thebes  they  left. 
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Such  was  the  rage  infpir'd  the  Colchian  foes,       925 

When  from  the  dragon's  wondrous  teeth  they  rofe ; 

When  urg'd  hy  charms,  and  magic's  myftic  power> 

They  dy'd  their  native  field  with  ftreaming  gore  ; 

Till  ev'n  the  fell  enchantrefs  flood  difmay'd. 

And  wonder 'd  at  the  mifchiefs  which  Ihe  made.  930 

Furies  more  fi.erce  the  dying  Romans  feel. 

And  with  brave  breafls  provoke  the  lingering  fteel ; 

With  fond  embraces  catch  the  deadly  darts. 

And  prefs  them  plunging  to  their  panting  hearts. 

No  wound  imperfed,  for  a  fecond  calls  ;  935 

With  certain  aim  the  fure  deftruftion  falls. 

This  laft  bell  gift,  this  one  unerring  blow. 

Sires,  fons,  and  brothers;,  mutually  bellow ; 

Nor  piety,  nor  fond  remorfe  prevail. 

And  if  they  fear,  they  only  fear  to  fail.  94.0 

Here  with  red  llreams  the  bluiliing  waves  they  (lain. 

Here  dafh  their  mangled  entrails  in  the  main. 

Here  with  a  laft  difdain  they  view  the  ikies. 

Shut  out  heaven's  hated  light  with  fcomful  eyes 

And,  with  infulting  joy,  the  viftor  foe  defpife. 

At  length  the  heapy  flaughter  rofe  on  high,  946 

The  hoftile  chiefs  the  purple  pile  defcry  ; 

And  while  the  laft  accuftom'd  rites  they  give. 

Scarcely  the  unexampled  deed  believe  : 

Much  they  admire  a  faith  by  death  approv'd,      950 

And  wonder  lawlefs  power  could  e'er  be  thus  belov'd. 

Wide  through  mankind  eternal  fame  difplays 
This  harpy  crew,  this  fingle  vefTePs  praife. 
But,  oh  !  the  ftory  of  the  godlike  rage 
Is  loft,  upon  a  vile,  degenerate  age;  955 
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The  bafe,  the  flavifti  world  will  not  be  taught. 
With  how  much  eafe  their  freedom  may  be  bought. 
Still  arbitrary  power  on  thrones  commands. 
Still  liberty  is  gall'd  by  tyrants  bands. 
And  fwords  in  vain  are  trufted  to  our  hands. 
Oh  1  death  !  thou  pleaiing  end  of  human  woe,  961 
Thou  cure  for  life,  thou  greateft  good  below; 
Still  may'il  thou  fly  the  coward  and  the  flave, 
And  thy  foft  flumbers  only  blefs  the  brave. 

Nor  war's  pernicious  God  lefs  havock  yields,  965 
Where  fwarthy  Libya  fpreads  her  fun-burnt  iields. 
For  Curio  now  the  rtretching  canvas  fpread. 
And  from  Sicilian  fhores  his  navy  led ; 
To  Afric's  coatt  he  cuts  the  foamy  way. 
Where  low  the  once  vidorious  Carthage  lay.       970 
There  landing,  to  the  well-known  camp  he  hies. 
Where  from  afar  the  didant  feas  he  fpies ; 
Where  Bagrada's  dull  waves  the  fands  divide. 
And  flowly  downward  roll  their  fluggifh  tide. 
From  thence  he  feeks  the  heights  renown'd  by  fame. 
And  hallow'd  by  the  great  Cornelian  name:         976 
The  rocks  and  hills  which  long,  traditions  fay. 
Were  held  by  huge  Ant^us'  horrid  fway. 
Here,  as,  by  chance,  he  lights  upon  the  place. 
Curious  he  tries  the  reverend  tale  to  trace.  980 

When  thus,  in  fhort,  the  ruder  Libyans  tell. 
What  from  their  fires  they  heard,  and  how  the  cafe  befel  i 

The  teeming  earth,  for  ever  frefli  and  young. 
Yet,  after  many  a  giant  fon,  was  ftrong; 
When  labouring,  here,  with  the  prodigious  birth,  985 
She  brought  her  youngell-born  Antreus  fortli, 
I  2 
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Of  all  the  dreadful  brood  which  erft  fhe  bore^ 

In  none  the  fruitful  beldame  glory 'd  more  : 

Happy  for  thofe  above  Ihe  brought  him  not. 

Till  after  Phlegra's  doubtful  field  was  fought.      990 

That  this,  her  darling,  might  in  force  excel, 

A  gift  fhe  gave  :  whene'er  to>  earth  he  fell. 

Recruited  ftrength  he  from  his  parent  drew. 

And  every  flackening  nerve  was  ftrung  anew. 

Yon  cave  his  den  he  made ;  where  oft  for  food,  995: 

He  fnatch'd  the  mother  lion's  horrid  brood. 

Nor  leaves,  nor  fhaggy  hides,  his  couch  prepar'd. 

Torn  from  the  tiger,  or  the  fpotted  pard  ; 

But  ftretch'd  along  the  naked  earth  he  lies  : 

New  vigour  ftill  the  native  earth  fupplies.  1000 

Whate'er  he  meets,  his  ruthlefs  hands  invade. 

Strong  in  himfelf,  without  his  mother's  aid. 

The  llrangers  that  unknowing  feek  the  Ihore, 

Soon  a  worfe  Ihipwreck  on  the  land  deplore.       1004 

Dreadful  to  all,  with  matchlefs  might  he  reigns, 

Robs,  fpoils,  and  maflacres  the  fimple  fvvains. 

And  all  unpeopled  lie  the  Libyan  plains. 

At  length,  around  the  trembling  nations  fpread. 

Fame  of  the  tyrant  to  Alcides  fled. 

The  Godlike  Hero,  born,  by  Jove's  decree,      loio 

To  fet  the  feas,  and  earth,  from  monfters  free; 

Hither  in  generous  pity  bent  his  courfe. 

And  fet  himfelf  to  prove  the  giant's  force. 

Now  met,  the  combatants  for  fight  provide. 
And  either  doffs  the  lion's  yellow  hide.  loi;; 
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Bright  in  Olympic  oil  Alcides  flione, 
Antaeus  with  his  mother's  duft  is  ftrown. 
And  feeks  her  friendly  force  to  aid  his  own 
Now  feizing  fierce  their  grafping  hands  they  mix. 
And  labour  on  the  fwelling  throat  to  fix ;  1020 

Their  fmewy  arms  are  writh'd  in  many  a  fold. 
And,  front  to  front,  they  threaten  ftern  and  bold. 
Unmatch'd  before,  each  bends  a  fullen  frown. 
To  find  a  force  thus  equal  to  his  own. 
At  length  the. godlike  vidor  Greek  prevailed,     1025 
Nor  yet  the  foe  with  all  his  force  affaird. 
Faint  dropping  fweats  bedew  the  monfter's  brows. 
And  panting  thick  with  heaving  fides  he  blows ; 
His  trembling  head  the  flackening  nerves  confefs'd. 
And  from  the  hero  (hrunk  his  yielding  breaft.     1030 
The  conqueror  purfues,  his  arms  entwine. 
Infolding  gripe,  and  ftrain  his  crafhing  chine. 
While  his  broad  knee  bears  forceful  on  his  groin 
At  once  his  faltering  feet  from  earth  he  rends. 
And  on  the  fands  his  mighty  length  extends.       1035 
The  parent  earth  her  vanquifti'd  fon  deplores. 
And  with  a  touch  his  vigour  loft  reftores : 
From  his  faint  limbs  the  clammy  dew  fhe  drains. 
And  with  frelh  ftreams  recruits  his  ebbing  veins ; 
The  mufcles  fwell,  the  hardening  finews  rife,     1040 
And  burlling  from  th*  Herculean  grafp  he  flies 
Aftonifh'd  at  the  fight  Alcides  ftood: 
Nor  more  he  wonder'd,  when  in  Lerna's  flood 
The  dreadful  fnake  her  falling  heads  rencw'd. 
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Of  all  his  various  labours,  none  was  feen  1045 

With  equal  joy  by  heav'n^s  unrighteous  queen  ; 
Pleas'd  fhe  beheld,  what  toil,  what  pains  he  prov'd,     I 
He  who  had  borne  the  weight  of  heaven  unmov'd. 
Sudden  again  upon  the  foe  he  flew. 
The  falling  foe  to  earth  for  aid  withdrew ;  1050 

The  earth  again  her  fainting  fon  fupplies^ 
And  with  redoubled  forces  bids  him  rife  : 
Her  vital  powers  to  fuccour  him  fhe  fends. 
And  earth  herfelf  with  Hercules  contends. 
Confcious  at  length  of  fuch  unequal  fight,  105  5 

And  that  the  parent  touch  renew'd  his  might. 
No  longer  fhalt  thou  fall,  Alcides  cry'd. 
Henceforth  the  combat  Handing  fhall  be  try'd ; 
If  thou  wilt  lean,  to  me  a:lone  incline. 
And  reft  upon  no  other  breafl  but  mine.  1060 

He  faid ;  and  as  he  faw  the  monfter  ftoop. 
With  mighty  arms  aloft  he  rears  him  up  : 
No  more  the  diftant  earth  her  fon  fupplies, 
Lock'd  in  the  hero's  ftrong  embrace  he  lies ; 
Nor  thence  difmifsM,  nor  truiled  to  the  ground,  1065 
Till  death  in  every  frozen  limb  was  found. 
Thus,  fond  of  tales,  our  anceftors  of  old 
The  ftory  to  their  children's  children  told ; 
From  thence  a  title  to  the  land  they  gave. 
And  call'd  this  hollow  rock  Antaeus'  cave.  1070 

But  greater  deeds  this  rifmg  mountain  grace. 
And  Scipio's  name  ennobles  much  the  place ; 
While,  fixing  here  his  famous  camp,  he  calls 
Fierce  Hannibal  from  Rome's  devoted  walls. 
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As  yet  the  mouldering  works  remain  in  view,     1075 
Where  dreadful  once  the  Latian  eagles  flew. 

Fond  of  the  profperous  vidorious  name. 
And  trailing  fortune  would  be  ftill  the  fame. 
Hither  his  haplefs  enfigns  Curio  kads. 
And  here  his  inaufpicious  camp  he  fpreads.         1080 
A  fierce  fuperior  foe  his  arms  provoke. 
And  rob  the  hills  of  all  their  ancient  luck. 
O'er  all  the  Roman  powers  in  Libya's  land. 
Then  Atius  Varus  bore  fupreme  command ; 
Nor  trufting  in  the  Latian  ftrength  alone,  1085 

With  foreign  force  he  fortify 'd  his  own ; 
Summon'd  the  fwarthy  monarchs  all  from  far. 
And  call'd  remote  ft  Juba  forth  to  war. 
O'er  many  a  country  runs  his  wide  command  ; 
To  Atlas  huge,  and  Gades'  weftern  ftrand  ;        1090 
From  thence  to  horned  Ammon's  fane  renown'd. 
And  the  wafte  Syrts  unhofpitable  bound  : 
Southward  as  far  he  reigns,  and  rules  alone 
The  fultry  regions  of  the  burning  zone. 
With  him,  unnumber'd  nations  march  along,     1095 
Th'  Autololes  with  wild  Numidians  throng  ; 
The  rough  Getulian,  with  his  ruder  fteed  ; 
The  Moor,  refembling  India's  fwarthy  breed  ; 
Poor  Nafamons,  and  Garamantines  join'd. 
With  fwift  Marmaridans  that  match 'd  the  wind ;  u  CO 
The  Mazax,  bred  the  trembling  dart  to  throw. 
Sure  as  the  Ihaft  that  leaves  the  Parthian  bow ; 
With  thefe  Maffilia's  nimble  horfemen  ride. 
They,  not  the  bit,  nor  curbing  rein  provide. 
But  with  light  rods  the  well-taught  courfer  guide 
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From  lonely  cots  the  Libyan  hunters  came. 
Who  flill  unarm 'd  invade  the  favage  game. 
And  with  fpread  mantles  tawny  lions  tame. 

But  not  Rome's  fate,  nor  civil  rage  alone. 
Incite  the  monarch  Pompey's  caufe  to  own  ;       mo 
Stung  by  refenting  wrath,  the  war  he  fought. 
And  deep  difpleafures  paft  by  Curio  wrought. 
He,  when  the  tribune's  facred  power  he  gain'd. 
When  juftice,  laws,  and  gods  were  all  prophan'd. 
At  Juba's  ancient  fceptre  aim'd  his  hate,  1 1 15 

And  Ilrove  to  rob  him  of  his  royal  feat : 
From  a  juft  prince  would  tear  his  native  right. 
While  Rome  was  made  a  flave  to  lawlefs  might. 
The  king,  revolving  caufes  from  afar. 
Looks  on  himfelf  as  party  to  the  war.  1 120 

That  grudge,  too  well  remembering.  Curio  knew ; 
To  this  he  joins,  his  troops  to  Caelar  new. 
None  of  thofe  old  experienc'd  faithful  bands, 
Nurs'd  in  his  fear,  and  bred  to  hi.;  commands ; 
But  a  loofe,  neutral,  light,  uncertain  train,         11 25 
Late  with  Corfinium's  captive  fortrefs  ta'en. 
That  wavering  paufe,  and  ddu "  t  for  whom  to  llrike. 
Sworn  to  both  fides,  and  true  to  both  alike. 
The  careful  chief  beheld,  with  anxious  heart. 
The  faithlefs  centinels  each  night  defert :  1 130 

Then  thus,  refolving,  to  himfelf  he  cry'd. 
By  daring  (hews  our  greateft  fears  we  hide  : 
Then  let  me  hafte  to  bid  the  battle  join. 
And  lead  my  army,  while  it  yet  is  mine  ; 
Leifure  and  thinking  flill  to  change  incline. 
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Let  war,  and  aftion,  bufy  thought  control,  1136 

And  find  a  full  employment  for  the  foul. 
Wiien  with  drawn  fwords  determm'd  foldiers  Hand, 
When  fliame  is  loft,  and  fury  prompts  the  hand. 
What  reafon  then  can  find  a  time  to  paufe,         1 140 
To  weigh  the  differing  chiefs,  and  jufter  caufe  ? 
That  caufe  feems  only  juft  for  which  they  fight. 
Each  likes  his  own,  and  all  are  in  the  right. 
On  terms  like  thefe,  within  th'  appointed  fpace. 
Bold  gladiators,  gladiators  face  :  11 45 

Unknowing  why,  like  fierceft  foes  they  greet. 
And  orily  hate,  and  kill,  becaufe  they  meet. 

He  faid ;  and  rang'd  his  troops  upon  the  plain. 
While  Fortune  met  him  with  a  femblance  vain. 
Covering  her  malice  keen,  and  all  his  future  pain. 
Before  him  Varus*  vanquifh'd  legions  yield. 
And  with  difhoneft  flight  forfake  the  field ; 
Expos 'd  to  fhameful  wounds  their  backs  he  views. 
And  to  their  camp  the  fearful  rout  purfues. 

Juba  with  joy  the  mournful  news  receives,      1 155 
And  haughty  in  his  own  fuccefs  believes. 
Careful  his  foes  in  error  to  maintain. 
And  ftill  preferve  them  confident,  and  vain; 
Silent  he  marches  on  in  fecret  fort. 
And  keeps  his  numbers  clofe  from  loud  report.   1160 
Sabbura,  great  in  the  Numidian  race. 
And  fecond  to  their  fwarthy  king  in  place, 
Firft  with  a  chofen  flender  band  precedes. 
And  feemingly  the  force  of  Juba  leads : 
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WJiile  hidden  he,  the  prince  himfelf,  remains,    1165 

And  in  a  fecret  vale  his  holl  conftrains. 

Thus  oft  th'  Ichneumon,  on  the  banks  of  Nile, 

Invades  the  deadly  Afpic  by  a  wile ; 

While  artfully  his  llender  tail  is  play'd. 

The  ferpent  darts  upon  the  dancing  fhade  ;         1170 

Then  turning  on  the  foe  with  fwift  furprize. 

Full  at  his  throat  the  nimble  feizer  flies  : 

The  gafping  fnake  expires  beneath  the  wound. 

His  gulhing  jaws  with  poifonous  floods  abound. 

And  flied  the  fruitlefs  mifchief  on  the  ground. 

Nor  fortune  faiPd  to  favour  his  intent,  1 176 

But  crown'd  the  fraud  with  profperous  event. 

Curio,  unknowing  of  the  hoftile  power. 

Commands  his  horfe  the  doubtful  plain  to  fcour. 

And  ev'n  by  night  the  regions  round  explore. 

Himfelf,  though  oft  forewarned  by  friendly  care. 

Of  Punic  frauds,  and  danger  to  beware. 

Soon  as  the  dawn  of  early  day  was  broke. 

His  camp,  with  all  the  moving  foot,  forfook. 

It  feem'd,  neceffity  infpir'd  the  deed,  1 1 85 

And  fate  requir'd  the  daring  youth  fhould  bleed. 

War,  that  curil  war  which  he  himfelf  begun. 

To  death  and  ruin  drove  him  headlong  on. 

O'er  devious  rocks,  long  time,  his  way  he  takes. 

Through  rugged  paths,  and  rude  incumbering  brakes; 

Till,  from  afar,  at  length  the  hills  difclofe, 

AfTcmbling  on  their  heights,  his  diftant  foes. 

Oft  hafty  flight  with  fwift  retreat  they  feign. 

To  draw  th'  unwary  leader  to  the  plain. 


) 


} 


LUCAN's    PHARSALIA,   Book  IV.  123 

He,  ralh  and  ignorant  of  Libyan  wiles,  1  ipjj 

Wide  o'er  the  naked  champain  fpreads  his  files  ; 

When,  fudden,  all  the  circling  mountains  round 

With  numberlefs  Numidians  thick  are  crown'd ; 

At  once  the  rifing  ambufh  ftands  confefs'd. 

And  dread  llrikes  cold  on  every  Roman  breaft.  1209 

Helplefs  they  view  th'  impending  danger  nigh. 

Nor  can  the  valiant  fight,  nor  coward  fly. 

The  weary  horfe  neglefts  the  trumpet's  found. 

Nor  with  impatient  ardour  paws  the  ground  ; 

No  more  he  champs  the  bit,  nor  tugs  the  rein,  1 205 

Nor  pricks  his  ears,  nor  fhakes  his  flowing  mane  : 

With  foamy  fweat  his  fmoking  limbs  are  fpread. 

And  all  o'er-labour'd  hangs  his  heavy  head ; 

Hoarfe,  and  with  pantings  thick,  his  breath  he  draws. 

While  ropy  filth  begrimes  his  clammy  jaws;        1210 

Carelefs  the  rider's  heartening  voice  he  hears. 

And  motionlefs  the  wounding  fpur  he  bears. 

At  length,  by  fwords  and  goading  darts  compell'd, 

Dronifl\  he  drags  his  load  acrofs  the  field  ; 

Nor  once  attempts  to  charge,  but  drooping  goes,  1 2 1 5 

To  bear  his  dying  lord  amidft  his  foes. 

Not  fo  the  Libyans  fierce  their  onfet  make ; 
With  thundering  hoofs  the  fandy  foil  they  fliake ; 
Thick  o'er  the  battle  wavy  clouds  arife. 
As  when  through  Thrace,  Biftonian  Boreas  flies, 
Involves  the  day  in  duft,  and  darkens  all  the  ikies. 
And  now  the  Latian  foot  encompafs'd  round. 
Are  maflacred,  and  trodden  to  the  ground ; 
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None  in  refiftance  vainly  prove  their  might. 
But  death  is  all  the  bufmefs  of  the  fight.  1225 

Thicker  than  hail  the  fteely  fhowers  defcend ; 
Beneath  the  weight  the  falling  Romans  bend. 
On  every  iide  the  flirinking  front  grows  lefs. 
And  to  the  centre  madly  all  they  prefs : 
Fear,  uproar,  and  difmay,  increafe  the  cry,       123O 
Crufhing,  and  crufli'd,  an  armed  croud  they  die  ; 
Ev'n  thronging  on  their  fellows  fwords  they  run. 
And  the  foe's  bufinefs  by  themfelves  is  done. 
But  the  fierce  Moors  difdain  a  croud  ihould  Ihare 
The  praife  of  conquell,  or  the  tafk  of  war  :         1235 
Rivers  of  blood  they  wilh,  and  hills  of  flain. 
With  mangled  carcafes  to  ftrow  the  plain. 

Genius  of  Carthage  1  rear  thy  drooping  head. 
And  view  thy  fields  with  Roman  flaughter  fpread 
Behold,  oh  Hannibal,  thou  hoftile  Ihade  ! 
A  large  amends  by  fortune's  hand  is  made. 
And  the  loft  Punic  blood  is  well  repay*d. 
Thus  do  the  gods  the  caufe  of  Pompey  blefs  ? 
Thus  !  is  it  thus,  they  give  our  arms  fuccefs  ? 
Take,  Afric,  rather  take  the  horrid  good,         1245 
And  make  thy  own  advantage  of  our  blood. 

The  duft,  at  length,  in  crimfon  floods  was  laid. 
And  Curio  now  the  dreadful  field  furvey'd. 
He  faw  't  was  loft,  and  knew  in  vain  to  ftrive. 
Yet  bravely  fcorn'd  to  fly,  or  to  furvive;  1250 

And  though  thus  driven  to  death,  he  met  it  well. 
And  in  a  croud  of  dying  Romans  fell. 
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Now  what  avail  thy  popular  arts  and  fame. 
Thy  relUefs  mind  that  fliook  thy  country*s  frame ; 
Thy  moving  tongue  that  knew  fo  well  to  charm,  1 255 
And  urge  the  madding  multitude  to  arm  ? 
What  boots  it,  to  have  fold  the  Senate's  right. 
And  driven  the  furious  leaders  on  to  fight  ? 
Thou  the  fir  ft  vidim  of  thy  war  art  flain. 
Nor  fhalt  thou  fee  Pharfalia's  fatal  plain.  1260 

Behold  !  ye  potent  troublers  of  the  ftate. 
What  wretched  ends  on  curft  ambition  wait ! 
See !  where  a  prey,  unbury'd  Curio  lies. 
To  every  fowl  that  wings  the  Libyan  fkies. 
Oh  !  were  the  gods  as  gracious  as  fevere,  1265 

Were  liberty,  like  vengeance,  flill  their  care ; 
Then,   Rome  !  what  days,  what  people  might'ft 

thou  fee. 
If  Providence  would  equally  decree. 
To  puniih  tyrants,  and  preferve  thee  free. 

Nor  yet,  oh  generous  Curio  !  fhall  my  verfe   1 270 
Forget,  thy  praife,  thy  virtues,  to  rehearfe  : 
Thy  virtues,  which  with  envious  time  fhall  Ilrive, 
And  to  fucceeding  ages  long  furvive. 
In  all  our  pregnant  mother's  tribes,  before, 
A  fon  of  nobler  hope  fhe  never  bore :  1275 

A  foul  more  bright,  more  great,  fhe  never  knew. 
While  to  thy  country's  intereft  thou  vvert  true. 
But  thy  bad  fate  o'er-rul'd  thy  native  worth. 
And  in  an  age  abandon'd  brought  thee  forth  ; 
When  Vice  in  triumph  through  the  city  pafs'd,  1280 
And  dreadful  wealth  and  power  laid  all  things  wafle. 
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The  fweeping  ftream  thy  better  purpofc  crofs'd. 
And  in  the  headlong  torrent  wert  thou  loft. 
Much  to  the  ruin  of  the  Hate  was  done. 
When  Curio  by  the  Gallic  fpoils  was  won ; 
Curio,  the  hope  of  Rome,  andhermoftworthy  fon. 
Tyrants  of  old,  w  horn  former  times  record. 
Who  rul'd,  and  ravag'd  with  the  murdering  fword; 
Sylla  whom  fuch  unbounded  power  made  proud; 
Marius,  and  Cinna,  red  with  Roman  blood  ;      1200 
Ev'n  Caefar's  mighty  race  who  lord  it  now. 
Before  whofe  throne  the  fubjeft  nations  bow. 
All  bought  that  power  which  lavifli  Curio  fold. 
Curio,  who  barter 'd  liberty  for  gold. 
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THE    ARGUMENT. 

In  Epirus  the  confuls  aflemble  the  fenate,  who  unanlmoufly  ap- 
point Pompey  general  of  the  war  againfl  Caefar,  and  decree 
public  thanks  to  the  feveral  princes  and  ftates  who  aflifted  the 
commonwealth.  Appius,  at  that  time  praetor  of  Achaia, 
confults  the  Oracle  of  Delphos,  concerning  the  event  of  the 
civil  war.  And,  upon  this  occafion,  the  poet  goes  into  a 
digreffion  concerning  the  origin,  the  manner  of  the  delivery, 
and  the  prefent  filence  of  that  oracle.  From  Spain,  Casfar  re- 
turns into  Italy,  where  he  quells  a  mutiny  in  his  army,  and 
puniihes  the  offenders.  From  Placentia,  where  this  diforder 
happened,  he  orders  them  to  march  to  Brundufium  ;  where, 
after  a  fhort  turn  to  Rome,  and  affuming  the  conlulfhip,  or 
rather  the  fupreme  power,  he  joins  them  himfcif.  From 
Brundufium,  though  it  was  then  the  middle  of  winter,  he 
tranfports  part  of  his  army  by  fea  to  Epirus,  and  lands  at 
Pala?fte.  Pompey,  who  then  lay  about  Candavia,  hearing  of 
Coefar's  arrival,  and  being  in  pain  for  Dyrrachium,  marched 
that  way :  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Apfus,  they  met  and  in- 
camped  clofe  together.  Casfar  was  not  yet  joined  by  that  part 
of  his  troops  which  he  had  left  behind  him  at  Brundufium, 
under  the  command  of  Mark  Anthony  j  and  being  uneafy  at 
his  delays  leaves  his  camp  by  night,  and  ventures  over  a  tem- 
peftuous  fea  in  a  fmall  bark  to  haften  the  tranfport.  Upon 
Czefar  joining  his  forces  together,  Pompey  perceived  that  the 
war  would  now  probably  be  foon  decided  by  a  battle ;  and  upon 
that  confideration,  refolved  to  fend  his  wife  to  expc(ft  the  event 
at  Lefbos.  Their  parting,  which  is  extremely  moving,  con- 
<;lude5  this  book. 
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rpHUS,  equal  fortune  holds  a  while  the  fcale> 

And  bids  the  leading  chiefs  by  turns  prevail; 
In  doubt  the  goddefs,  yet,  their  fate  detains. 
And  keeps  them  for  Emathia's  fatal  plains. 
And  now  the  fetting  Pleiades  grew  low. 
The  hills  flood  hoary  in  December's  fnow  ; 
The  folemn  feafon  was  approaching  near. 
When  other  names  renew 'd  the  Fafti  wear. 
And  double  Janus  leads  the  coming  year. 
The  confuls,  while  their  rods  they  yet  retained,      lo 
While,  yet,  fome  fhew  of  liberty  remain 'd. 
With  miflives  round  the  fcatter'd  fathers  greet. 
And  in  Epirus  bid  the  fenate  meet. 
There  the  great  rulers  of  the  Roman  flate. 
In  foreign  feats,  confulting,  meanly  fate.  15 

No  face  of  war  the  grave  afiembly  wears. 
But  civil  power  in  peaceful  pomp  appears  : 
The  purple  order  to  their  place  refort. 
While  waiting  lidors  guard  the  crouded  court. 
No  fadlion  thefe,  nor  party,  feem  to  be,  20 

But  a  full  fenate,  legal,  jufl,  and  free. 
Great,  as  he  is,  here  Pompey  ftands  confeft 
A  private  man,  and  one  among  the  reft. 

Their  mutual  groans,  at  length,  and  murmurs  ceafe. 
And  every  mournful  found  is  hufh'd  in  peace ;        25 
When  from  the  confular  diflinguifh'd  throne. 
Sublimely  rais'd,  thus  Lentulus  begun. 

If  yet  our  Roman  virtue  is  the  fame. 
Yet  worthy  of  the  race  from  wliich  we  came. 
And  emulates  our  great  forefathers  name. 
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Let  not  our  thoughts,  by  fad  remembrance  led,     3 1 

Bewail  thofe  captive  walls  from  whence  we  fled. 

This  time  demands  that  to  ourfelves  we  turn. 

Nor,  fathers,  have  we  leifure  now  to  mourn  ; 

But  let  each  early  care,  each  honefl:  heart,  3r 

Our  fenate's  facred  dignity  afl^ert. 

To  all  around  proclaim  it,  wide,  and  near, 

Tliat  power  which  kings  obey,  and  nations  fear. 

That  only  legal  power  of  Rome,  is  here. 

For  whether  to  the  Northern  Bear  we  go,  40 

Where  pale  Ihe  glitters  o'er  eternal  fnow ; 

Or  whether  in  thofe  fultry  climes  we  burn. 

Where  night  and  day  with  equal  hours  return ; 

The  world  fhall  Hill  acknowledge  us  its  head. 

And  empire  follow  wherefoe'er  we  lead.  45 

When  Gallic  flames  the  burning  city  felt. 

At  Veis  Rome  with  her  Camillus  dwelt. 

Beneath  forfaken  roofs  proud  Casfar  reigns, 

Our  vacant  courts,  and  fdent  laws  conftrains ; 

While  flaves  obedient  to  his  tyrant  will,  50 

Outlaws,  and  profligates,  his  fenate  fill ; 

With  him  a  banifli'd  guilty  croud  appear. 

All  that  are  juft  and  innocent  are  here. 

Difpers'd  by  war,  though  guiltlefs  of  its  crimes. 

Our  order  yielded  to  ihefe  impious  times  ;  55 

At  length  returning  each  from  his  retreat. 

In  happy  hour  the  fcatter'd  members  meet. 

The  gods  and  fortune  greet  us  on  the  way. 

And  with  the  world  loft  Italy  repay. 

Upon  Illyria's  favourable  coaft,  60 

Vulteius  with  his  furious  band  are  loft  ; 
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While  in  bold  Curio,  on  the  Libyan  plain. 

One  half  of  Casfar^s  fenators  lie  flain. 

March  then,  ye  warriors !  fecond  fate's  defign. 

And  to  the  leading  gods  your  ardour  join,  65 

With  equal  conftancy  to  battle  come. 

As  when  you  Ihunn'd  the  foe,  and  left  your  native 

Rome. 
The  period  of  the  confuls  power  is  near. 
Who  yield  our  Fafces  with  the  ending  year : 
But  you,  ye  fathers,  whom  we  ftill  obey,  70 

Who  rule  mankind  with  undetermined  fway. 
Attend  the  public  weal,  with  faithful  care. 
And  bid  our  greateft  Pompey  lead  the  war. 

In  loud  applaufe  the  pleas'd  afTembly  join. 
And  to  the  glorious  tafk  the  chief  aflign  :  75 

His  country's  fate  they  truft  to  him  alone. 
And  bid  him  fight  Rome's  battles,  and  his  own. 
Next,  to  their  friends  their  thanks  are  dealt  around. 
And  fome  with  gifts,  and  fome  with  praife  are  crown 'd : 
Of  thefe  the  chief  are  Rhodes,  by  Phcebus  lov'd,  80 
And  Sparta  rough,  in  virtue's  lore  approv'd. 
Of  Athens  much  they  fpeak  ;  Maffilia's  aid 
Is  with  her  parent  Phocis'  freedom  paid. 
Deiotarus  his  truth  they  much  commend. 
Their  ftill  unlhaken  faithful  Afian  friend.  85 

Brave  Cotys  and  his  valiant  fon  they  grace. 
With  bold  Rhafipolis  from  ftormy  Thrace. 
While  gallant  Juba  juftly  is  decreed 
To  his  paternal  fccptrc  to  fuccccd. 
And  thou  too,  Ptolemy  (unrighteous  fate  !)  90 

Wert  rais'd  unworthy  to  the  regal  ftate ; 
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The  crown  ujj^n  thy  perjur'd  temples  fhone. 
That  once  was  borne  by  Philip's  godlike  fon. 
O'er  Egypt  Ihakes  the  boy  his  cruel  fword : 
(Oh  !  that  he  had  been  only  Egypt's  lord  !)  95 

But  the  dire  gift  more  dreadful  mifchiefs  wait. 
While  Lago's  fceptre  gives  him  Pompey's  fate  : 
Preventing  Caefar's,  and  his  filler's  hand. 
He  feiz'd  his  parricide,  and  her  command. 

Th'  alTembly  rofe,  and  all  on  war  intent  100 

Buftle  to  arms,  and  blindly  wait  th'  event. 
Appius  alone,  impatient  to  be  taught 
With  what  the  threatening  future  times  were  fraught. 
With  bufy  curiofity  explores 

The  dreadful  purpofe  of  the  heavenly  powers.      105; 
To  Delphos  ftraight  he  flies,  where  long  the  god 
In  filence  had  pofTefs'd  his  clofe  abode  ; 
His  oracles  had  long  been  known  to  ceafe. 
And  the  prophetic  virgin  liv'd  in  peace. 

Between  the  ruddy  weft  and  eaftern  Ikies,  1 10 

In  the  mid-earth  ParnalTus'  tops  arife  : 
To  Phoebus,  and  the  chearful  god  of  wine. 
Sacred  in  common  ftands  the  hill  divine.  113 

Still  as  the  third  revolving  year  comes  round, 
The  Maenades,  with  leafy  chaplets  crown'd. 
The  double  deity  in  folemn  fongs  refound. 
When,  o'er  the  world,  the  deluge  wide  was  fpread. 
This  only  mountain  rear'd  his  lofty  head  ; 
One  rifmg  rock,  preferv'd,  a  bound  was  given. 
Between  the  vafty  deep,  and  ambient  heaven.      1 20 
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Here,  to  revenge  long-vex'd  Latona*s  pain. 

Python  by  infant  Paean's  darts  was  flain. 

While  yet  the  realm  was  held  by  Themis'  righteous 

reign. 

But  when  the  god  perceiv'd>  how  from  below 
The  confcious  caves  diviner  breathings  blow,        1 25 
How  vapours  could  unfold  th'  inquirer's  doom. 
And  talking  winds  could  fpeak  of  things  to  come 
Deep  in  the  hollows  plunging  he  retir'd. 
There,  with  foretelling  fury  firfl:  infpir'd. 
From  thence  the  prophet's  art  and  honours  he  ac 

quir'd. 

So  runs  the  tale.     And  oh  !  what  god  indeed   131 
Within  this  gloomy  cavern's  depth  is  hid  ? 
What  power  divine  forfakes  the  heaven's  fair  liglit. 
To  dwell  with  earth,  and  everlafting  night  ? 
What  is  this  fpirit,  potent,  wife,  and  great,  135 

Who  deigns  to  make  a  mortal  frame  his  feat ; 
Who  the  long  chain  of  fecret  caufcs  knows, 
Whofc  oracles  the  years  to  come  difclofc; 
Who  through  eternity  at  once  forefees. 
And  tells  that  fate  which  he  himfclf  decrees  ?        140 
Part  of  that  foul,  perhaps,  which  moves  in  all, 
Whofe  energy  informs  tlie  pendent  ball, 
Tlirougli  this  dark  pafliigc  fecks  the  realms  above. 
And  ilrivcs  to  re-unite  itfcif  to  Jove. 
WJKitc'er  the  Dxmon,  when  he  Hands  confell      145 
Wirhin  his  raging  pricftefs'  panting  breall, 
Dr.aJful  liis  godhead  from  the  virgin  breaks. 
And  thundering  from  lier  foamy  mouth  he  fpevik». 
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Such  is  the  burll  of  bellowing  Etna's  found. 

When  fair  Sicilia's  pallures  fhake  around;  150 

Such  from  Inarime  Typhoeus  roars. 

While  rattling  rocks  beftrew  Campania's  Ihores. 

The  liftening  god,  ftill  ready  with  repliesj 
To  none  his  aid,  or  oracle,  denies ; 
Yet,  wife  and  righteous  ever,  fcorns  to  hear         155 
The  fool's  fond  wifhes,  or  the  guilty's  prayer  ; 
Though  vainly  in  repeated  vows  they  truft. 
None  e'er  find  grace  before  him,  but  the  jufl:. 
Oft  to  a  baniih'd,  wandering,  houfelefs  race. 
The  facred  dictates  have  aflign'd  a  place.  160 

Oft  from  the  ftrong  he  faves  the  weak  in  war  : 
This  truth,  ye  Salaminian  feas,  declare ! 
And  heals  the  barren  land,  and  peftilential  air. 
Of  all  the  wants  with  which  this  age  is  curft. 
The  Delphic  fdence  furely  is  the  word.  165 

But  tyrants,  juftly  fearful  of  their  doom. 
Forbid  the  gods  to  tell  us  what 's  to  come. 
Mean-while,  the  prophetefs  may  well  rejoice. 
And  blefs  the  ceafmg  of  the  facred  voice : 
Since  death  too  oft  her  holy  taflc  attends,  170 

And  immature  her  dreadful  labour  ends. 
Torn  by  the  fierce  diftrafting  rage  Ihe  fprlngs. 
And  dies  beneath  the  god  for  whom  Ihe  fmgs. 

Thefe  filent  caves,  thefe  tripods  long  unmov'd. 
Anxious  for  Rome,  inquiring  Appius  prov'd  :      175 
He  bids  the  guardian  of  the  dread  abode 
Send  in  the  trembling  prieftefs  to  the  god. 
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The  reverend  fire  the  Larian  chief  obey'dj 

And  fudden  feiz'd  the  unfufpeding  maid. 

Where  carelefs  in  the  peaceful  grove  ihe  ftray' 

Difmay'd,  aghaft,  and  pale,  he  drags  her  on ;     181 

She  flops,  and  ftrives  the  fatal  talk  to  fhun  : 

Subdu'd  by  force,  to  fraud  and  art  fhe  flies. 

And  thus  to  turn  the  Roman's  purpofe  tries : 

What  curious  hopes  thy  wandering  fancy  move,   1 85 

The  iilent  Delphic  oracle  to  prove  ? 

In  vain,  Aufonian  Appius,  art  thou  come  : 

Long  has  our  Phoebus  and  his  cave  been  dumb. 

Whether,  difdaining  us,  the  facred  voice 

Has  made  fome  other  diftant  land  its  choice ;         19© 

Or  whether,  when  the  fierce  barbarians'  fires 

Low  in  the  dull  had  laid  our  lofty  fpires. 

In  heaps  the  mouldering  afhes  heavy  rod. 

And  chok'd  the  channels  of  the  breathing  god : 

Or  whether  heaven  no  longer  gives  replies,  195 

But  bids  the  Sibyls  myftic  verfe  fufiice ; 

Or,  if  he  deigns  not  this  bad  age  to  bear. 

And  holds  the  world  unworthy  of  his  care ; 

Whate'er  the  caufe,  our  god  has  long  been  mute. 

And  anfwers  not  to  any  fuppliant's  fuit.  200 

But,  ah  !  too  well  her  artifice  is  known. 
Her  fears  confefs  the  god,  whom  they  difown. 
Howe'er  each  rite  fhe  feemingly  prepares; 
A  fillet  gathers  up  her  foremoft  hairs ; 
While  the  white  wreath  and  bays  her  temples  bind,  205 
And  knit  the  loofer  locks  which  flow  behind. 
Sudden,  the  ftronger  prieft,  though  yet  flie  flrives. 
The  lingering  maid  within  the  temple  drives ; 
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But  flill  fhe  fears,  ftill  ihuns  the  dreadful  (hrine. 
Lags  in  the  outer  fpace,  and  feigns  the  rage  divine.  2 1  o 
But  far  unlike  the  god,  her  calmer  breall 
No  llrong  enthufiaftic  throes  confeft  ; 
No  terrors  in  her  ftarting  hairs  were  feen 
To  call  from  off  her  brow  the  wreathing  green ; 
No  broken  accents  half  obftrufted  hung,  215 

Nor  fwelling  murmurs  roll  her  labouring  tongue. 
From  her  fierce  jaws  no  founding  horrors  come,      "% 
No  thunders  bellow  through  the  working  foam,       ( 
To  rend  the  fpacious  cave,  and  fhake  the  vaulted  f 
dome.  J 

Too  plain,  the  peaceful  groves  and  fane  betray 'd  220 
The  wily,  fearful,  god-dilTembling  maid. 
The  furious  Roman  foon  the  fraud  efpy'd. 
And,  Hope  not  thou  to  'fcape  my  rage,  he  cry'd; 
Sore  fhalt  thou  rue  thy  fond  deceit,  profane, 
(The  gods  and  Appius  are  not  mock'd  in  vain)    225 
Unlefs  thou  ceafe  thy  mortal  founds  to  tell, 
Unlefs  thou  plunge  thee  in  the  myflic  cell, 
Unlefs  the  gods  themfelves  reveal  the  doom. 
Which  fhall  befall  the  warring  world  and  Rome. 

He  fpoke,  and,  aw'd  by  the  fuperior  dread,    230 
The  trembling  prieftefs  to  the  Tripod  fled : 
Clofe  to  the  holy  breathing  vent  fhe  cleaves. 
And  largely  the  unwonted  god  receives. 
Nor  age  the  potent  fpirlt  had  decay 'd. 
But  with  full  force  he  fills  the  heaving  maid;       algj 
Nor  e'er  fo  ftrong  infpiring  Psean  came. 
Nor  flretch'd,  as  now,  her  agonizing  frame  : 
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The  mortal  mind  driv'n  out  forfook  her  bread. 

And  the  fole  godhead  every  part  pofTeft. 

Now  fwell  her  veins,  her  turgid  fmews  rife,         240 

And  bounding  frantic  through  the  cave  fhe  flies  ; 

Her  brifding  locks  the  wreathy  fillet  fcorn. 

And  her  fierce  feet  the  tumbling  Tripods  fpurn. 

Now  wild  jfhe  dances  o'er  the  vacant  fane. 

And  whirls  her  giddy  head,  and  bellows  with  the  pain. 

Nor  yet  the  lefs  th'  avenging  wrathful  god  246 

Pours  in  his  fires,  and  iliakes  his  founding  rod  : 

He  laflies  now,  and  goads  her  on  amain ; 

And  now  he  checks  her  ftubborn  to  the  rein. 

Curbs  in  her  tongue,  juft  labouring  to  difclofe,    250 

And  fpeak  that  fate  which  in  her  bofom  glows. 

Ages  on  ages  throng,  a  painful  load. 

Myriads  of  images,  and  myriads  croud ; 

Men,  times,  and  things,  or  prefent,  or  to  come. 

Work  labouring  up  and  down,  and  urge  for  room.  255 

Whatever  is,  fnall  be,  or  e'er  has  been. 

Rolls  in  her  thought,  and  to  her  fight  is  feen. 

The  ocean's  utmoft  bounds  her  eyes  explore. 

And  number  every  fand  on  every  (hore ; 

Nature,  and  all  her  works,  at  once  they  fee,         260 

Know  when  fhe  firft  begun,  and  when  her  end  fhall  be. 

And  as  the  Sibyl  once  in  Cumse's  cell. 
When  vulgar  fates  flie  proudly  ceas'd  to  tell. 
The  Roman  deftiny  diftinguifli'd  took. 
And  kept  it  careful  in  her  facred  book ;  265 

So  now,  Phcmonoe,  in  crouds  of  thought. 
The  fmgle  doom  of  Latian  Appius  fought. 
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Nor  in  that  mafs,  where  multitudes  abound, 

A  private  fortune  can  with  eafe  be  found. 

At  length  her  foamy  mouth  begins  to  flow,  270 

Groans  more  diilincl,  and  plainer  murmurs  go : 

A  doleful  howl  the  roomy  cavern  fliook. 

And  thus  the  calmer  maid  in  fainting  accents  fpoke  : 

While  guilty  rage  the  world  tumultuous  rends. 
In  peace  for  thee,  Eubcea's  vale  attends  ;  275 

Thither,  as  to  thy  refuge  ihalt  thou  fly. 
There  find  repofe,  and  unmolefted  lie. 
She  faid  ;  the  god  her  labouring  tongue  fupprefl-. 
And  in  eternal  darknefs  veil'd  the  reft. 

Ye  facred  Tripods,  on  whofe  doom  we  wait !  2 80 
Ye  guardians  of  the  future  laws  of  fate  ! 
And  thou,  oh  !  Phoebus,  whofe  prophetic  fkill 
Reads  the  dark  counfels  of  the  heavenly  will; 
Why  did  your  wary  oracles  refrain. 
To  tell  what  kings,  what  heroes  muft  be  flain. 
And  how  much  blood  the  blulhing  earth  fliould 

ftain  ? 

Was  it  that,  yet,  the  guilt  was  undecree'd  ? 
That  yet  our  Pompey  was  not  doom'd  to  bleed? 
Or  chofe  you  wifely,  rather,  to  afford 
A  juft  occafion  to  the  patriot's  fword  ?  29O 

As  if  you  fear'd  t'  avert  the  tyrant's  doom. 
And  hinder  Brutus  from  avenging  Rome  ? 

Through  the  wide  gates  at  length  by  force  difplay*d. 
Impetuous  fallies  the  prophetic  maid ; 
Nor  yet  the  holy  rage  was  all  fupprefs'd,  295 

Part  of  the  god  Hill  heaving  in  her  breaft  : 
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Urg'd  by  the  Daemon,  yet  fne  rolls  her  eyes. 
And  wildly  wanders  o'er  the  fpacious  Ikies. 
Now  horrid  purple  flufhes  in  her  face. 
And  now  a  livid  pale  fupplies  the  place ;  300 

A  double  madnefs  paints  her  cheeks  by  turns. 
With  fear  fhe  freezes,  and  with  fury  burns  : 
Sad  breathing  fighs  with  heavy  accent  go. 
And  doleful  from  her  fainting  bofom  blow. 
So  when  no  more  the  {lorm  fonorous  fmgs,  3O5 

But  noify  Boreas  hangs  his  weary  wings ; 
In  hollow  groans  the  falling  winds  complain. 
And  murmur  o'er  the  hoarfe-refounding  main. 
,  Now  by  degrees  the  fire  asthereal  fail'd. 
And  the  dull  human  fenfe  again  prevail'd;  310 

While  Phoebus  fudden,  in  a  murky  fhade. 
Hid  the  paft  vifion  from  the  mortal  maid. 
Thick  clouds  of  dark  oblivion  rife  between. 
And  fnatch  away  at  once  the  wondrous  fcene ; 
Stretch'd  on  the  ground  the  fainting  prieftefs  lies,  315 
While  to  the  Tripod,  back,  th'  informing  fpirit  flies. 

Mean-while,  fond  Appius,  erring  in  his  fate, 
Dream'd  of  long  fafety,  and  a  neutral  ftate  ; 
And,  ere  the  great  event  of  war  was  known, 
Fix*d  on  Eubcsan  Chalcis  for  his  own.  320 

Fool !  to  believe  that  power  could  ward  the  blow. 
Or  fnatch  thee  from  amidft  the  general  woe  ! 
In  times  like  thefe,  what  god  but  death  can  fave  ? 
The  world  can  yield  no  refuge,  but  the  grave. 
Where  ftruggling  feas  Chary ftos  rude  conftrains,  325 
And,  dreadful  to  the  proud,  Rhamnufia  reigns  ; 
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Where  by  the  whirling  current  barks  are  toll 

From  Chalcis  to  unlucky  Aulis*  coaft; 

There  fliall  thou  meet  the  gods  appointed  doom, 

A  private  death,  and  long  remember 'd  tomb.       330 

To  other  wars  the  viftor  now  fucceeds. 
And  his  proud  eagles  from  Iberia  leads : 
When  the  chang'd  gods  his  ruin  feem'd  to  threat. 
And  crofs  the  long  fuccefsful  courfe  of  fate. 
Amidft  his  camp,  and  fearlefs  of  his  foes,  335 

Sudden  he  faw  where  inborn  dangers  rofe. 
He  faw  thofe  troops  that  long  had  faithful  Hood,    "1 
Friends  to  his  caufe,  and  enemies  to  good,  > 

Grown  weary  of  their  chief,  and  fatiated  with  blood.  J 
Whether  the  trumpet's  found  too  long  had  ceas'd,  3  40 
And  flaughter  flept  in  unaccuftomed  refl; : 
Or  whether,  arrogant  by  mifchief  made. 
The  foldier  held  his  guilt  but  half  repay'd  : 
Whilil  avarice  and  hope  of  bribes  prevail. 
Turn  againfl  Ca;far,  and  his  caufe,  the  fcale. 
And  fet  the  mercenary  fword  to  fale. 
Nor,  e'er  before,  fo  truly  could  he  read 
What  dangers  ftrow  thofe  paths  the  mighty  tread. 
Then,  firll:  he  found,  on  what  a  faithlefs  bafe 
Their  nodding  towers  ambition's  builders  place  :  350 
He  who  fo  late,  a  potent  fadion's  head. 
Drew  in  the  nations,  and  the  legions  led  ; 
Now  flript  of  all,  beheld  in  every  hand 
The  warriors  weapons  at  their  own  command ; 
Nor  fervice  now,  nor  fafety  they  afford,  355 

But  leave  him  fmgle  to  his  guardian  fword. 
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Nor  is  this  rage  the  grumbling  of  a  croud. 

That  (hun  to  tell  their  difcontents  aloud ; 

Where  all  with  gloomy  looks  fufpicious  go. 

And  dread  of  an  informer  chokes  their  woe  :         360 

But,  bold  in  num.bers,  proudly  they  appear. 

And  fcorn  the  bafhful  mean  reftraints  of  fear. 

For  laws,  in  great  rebellions,  lofe  their  end. 

And  all  go  free,  when  multitudes  offend. 

Among  the  reft,  one  thus :  At  length  'tis  time  365 
To  quit  thy  caufe,  oh  Ca£;far  1  and  our  crime  : 
The  world  around  for  foes  thou  haft  explored. 
And  laviftily  expos'd  us  to  the  fword; 
To  make  thee  great,  a  worthlefs  croud  we  fall. 
Scattered  o'er  Spain,  o'er  Italy,  and  Gaul ;         370 
In  every  clime  beneath  the  fpacious  fky. 
Our  leader  conquers,  and  his  foldiers  die. 
What  boots  our  march  beneath  the  frozen  zone. 
Or  that  loft  blood  which  ftains  the  Rhine  and  Rhone  ? 
When  fcar'd  with  wounds,  and  worn  with  labours 

hard. 
We  come  with  hopes  of  recompence  prepared. 
Thou  giv'ft  us  war,  more  war,  for  our  reward. 
Though  purple  rivers  in  thy  caufe  we  fpilt. 
And  ftain'd  our  horrid  hands  in  every  guilt ; 
With  unavailing  wickednefs  we  toil'd,  3B0 

In  vain  the  gods,  in  vain  the  fenate  fpoil'd  ; 
Of  virtue,  and  reward,  alike  bereft. 
Our  pious  poverty  is  all  we  've  left. 
Say  to  what  height  thy  daring  arms  would  rife  ? 
If  Rome's  too  little,  what  can  e'er  fuffice  ?  385 
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Oh,  fee  at  length  !  with  pity,  Caefar,  fee 

Thefe  withering  arms,  thefe  hairs  grown  white  for  thee. 

In  painful  wars  our  joylefs  days  have  paft. 

Let  weary  age  lie  down  in  peace  at  laft  : 

Give  us,  on  beds,  our  dying  limbs  to  lay,  390 

And  figh,  at  home,  our  parting  fouls  away. 

Nor  think  it  much  we  make  the  bold  demand. 

And  afk  this  wondrous  favour  at  thy  hand  : 

Let  our  poor  babes  and  weeping  wives  be  by. 

To  clofe  our  drooping  eyelids  when  we  die.  395 

Be  merciful,  and  let  difeafe  afford 

Some  other  way  to  die,  befide  the  fword ; 

Let  us  no  more  a  common  carnage  burn. 

But  each  be  laid  in  his  own  decent  urn. 

Still  wilt  thou  urge  us,  ignorant  and  blind,  400 

To  fome  more  monftrous  mifchief  yet  behind  ? 

Are  we  the  only  fools,  forbid  to  know 

How  much  we  may  deferve  by  one  fure  blow  ? 

Thy  head,  thy  head  is  ours,  whene'er  we  pleafe  ; 

Well  has  thy  war  infpir'd  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe  :  405 

What  laws,  what  oaths,  can  urge  their  feeble  bands. 

To  hinder  thefe  determin'd  daring  hands  ? 

That  Caefar,  who  was  once  ordain'd  our  head. 

When  to  the  Rhine  our  lawful  arms  he  led. 

Is  now  no  more  our  chieftain,  but  our  mate  ;       410 

Guilt  equal,  gives  equality  of  ilate. 

Nor  fliall  his  foul  ingratitude  prevail. 

Nor  weigh  our  merits  in  his  partial  fcale  ; 

He  views  our  labours  with  a  fcornful  glance. 

And  calls  our  vidoriss  the  works  of  chance :        415 
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But  his  proud  heart,  henceforth,  fhall  learn  to  own. 
His  power,  his  fate,  depends  on  us  alone. 
Yes,  Cffifar,  fpite  of  all  thofe  rods  that  wait. 
With  mean  obiequious  fervice,  on  thy  Hate; 
Spite  of  thy  gods,  and  thee,  the  war  lliall  ceafe,  420 
And  we  thy  foldiers  will  command  a  peace. 

He  fpoke,  and  fierce  tumultuous  rage  infpir'd. 
The  kindling  legions  round  the  camp  were  fir'd. 
And  with  loud  cries  their  abfent  chief  requir'd. 

Permit  it  thus,  ye  righteous  gods,  to  be  ;         425 
Let  wicked  hands  fulfil  your  great  decree  ; 
And,  fince  loft  faith  and  virtue  are  no  more. 
Let  Csfar's  bands  the  public  peace  reftore. 
What  leader  h^d  not  now  been  chill'd  with  fear. 
And  heard  this  tumult  with  the  laft  defpair  ?         430 
But  Caifar,  form'd  for  perils  hard  and  great. 
Headlong  to  drive,  and  brave  oppofnig  fate. 
While  yet  with  fierceft  fires  their  furies  flame. 
Secure,  and  fcornful  of  the  danger,  came. 
Nor  was  he  wroth  to  fee  the  madnefs  rife,  435 

And  mark  the  vengeance  threatening  in  their  eyes ; 
With  pleafure  could  he  crown  their  curft  defigns. 
With  rapes  of  matrons  and  the  fpoils  of  Ihrines  ; 
Had  they  but  afk'd  it,  well  he  could  approve 
The  wafte  and  plunder  of  Tarpeian  Jove  :  440 

No  mifchief  he,  no  facrilege,  denies. 
But  would  himfelf  bellow  tlie  horrid  prize. 
With  joy  he  fees  their  fouls  by  rage  pofTeft, 
Sooths  and  indulges  every  frantic  breaft. 
And  only  fears  what  reafon  may  fuggeft. 
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Still,  Casfar,  wilt  thou  tread  the  paths  of  blood? 

Wilt  thou,  thou  fingly,  hate  thy  country's  good  ? 

Shall  the  rude  foldier  firft  of  war  complain. 

And  teach  thee  to  be  pitiful  in  vain  ? 

Give  o'er  at  length,  and  let  thy  labours  ceafe,      450 

Nor  vex  the  world,  but  learn  to  fufter  peace. 

Why  fhouldil  thou  force  each,  now,  unwilling  hand. 

And  drive  them  on  to  guilt,  by  thy  command  ? 

When  ev'n  relenting  rage  itfelf  gives  place. 

And  fierce  Enyo  feems  to  lliun  thy  face.  455 

High  on  a  turfy  bank  the  chief  was  rear'd, 
Fearlefs,  and  therefore  worthy  to  be  fear'd  ; 
Around  the  croud  he  call  an  angry  look. 
And,  dreadful,  thus  with  indignation  fpoke  : 

Ye  noify  herd  !  who  in  fo  fierce  a  ftrain  460 

Againft  your  abfent  leader  dave  complain  ; 
Behold  !  where  naked  and  unarm'd  he  ftands. 
And  braves  the  malice  of  your  threatening  hands. 
Here  find  your  end  of  war,  your  long-fought  reft. 
And  leave  your  ufelefs  fwords  in  Csfar's  breaft.   465 
But  wherefore  urge  I  the  bold  deed  to  you  ? 
To  rail,  is  all  your  feeble  rage  can  do. 
In  grumbling  factions  are  you  bold  and  loud. 
Can  fow  fedition,  and  increafe  a  croud; 
You  !  who  can  loath  the  glories  of  the  great,       470 
And  poorly  meditate  a  bafe  retreat. 
But,  hence  !  be  gone  from  vi6lory  and  me. 
Leave  me  to  what  my  better  fates  decree  : 
New  friends,  new  troops,  my  fortune  fhall  afford, 
And  find  a  hand  for  every  vacant  fword.  475 
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Behold,  what  crouds  on  flying  Pompey  wait. 

What  multitudes  attend  his  abjeft  ftate  1 

And  fliall  fuccefs,  and  Casfar,  droop  the  while  ? 

Shall  I  want  numbers  to  divide  the  fpoil. 

And  reap  the  fruits  of  your  forgotten  toil  ? 

Legions  ihall  come  to  end  the  bloodlefs  war,        481 

And  fhouting  follow  my  triumphal  car. 

While  you,  a  vulgar,  mean,  abandoned  race. 

Shall  view  our  honours  with  a  downward  face. 

And  curfe  yourfelves  in  fecret  as  we  pafs. 

Can  your  vain  aid,  can  your  departing  force,       486 

Withhold  my  conqueft,  or  delay  my  courfe  ? 

So  trickling  brooks  their  waters  may  deny,  "J 

And  hope  to  leave  the  mighty  ocean  dry ;  V 

The  deep  (hall  ftill  be  full,  and  fcorn  the  poor  fupply.  j 

Nor  think  fuch  vulgar  fouls  as  yours  were  given,  49 1 

To  be  the  tafe  of  fate,  and  care  of  heaven  : 

Few  are  the  lordly,  the  diftinguifh'd  great. 

On  v/hom  the  watchful  gods,  like  guardians,  wait : 

The  rell  for  common  ufe  were  all  defign'd,  495 

An  unregarded  rabble  of  mankind. 

By  my  aufpicious  name,  and  fortune,  led. 

Wide  o'er  the  world  your  conquering  arms  were 

fpread. 
But  fay,  what  had  you  done,  with  Pompey  at  your 

head  ? 

Vaft  was  the  fame  by  Labicnus  won,  500 

When,  rank'd  amidll  my  warlike  friends,  he  fhone : 
Now  mark  what  follows  on  his  faithful  change. 
And  fee  him  with  his  chief  new-chofen  range ; 
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By  land,  and  fea,  where-e'er  my  arms  he  fpies. 

An  ignominious  runagate  he  flies.  505 

Such  fhall  you  prove.     Nor  is  it  worth  my  care. 

Whether  to  Pompey's  aid  your  arms  you  bear  : 

Who  quits  his  leader,  wherefoe'er  he  go. 

Flies  like  a  traitor,  and  becomes  my  foe. 

Yes,  ye  great  gods !  your  kinder  care  I  own,      510 

You  made  the  faith  of  thefe  falfe  legions  known  : 

You  warn  me  well  to  change  thefe  coward  bands. 

Nor  trull  my  fate  to  fuch  betraying  hands. 

And  thou  too.  Fortune,  point 'ft  me  out  the  way, 

A  mighty  debt,  thus,  cheaply  to  repay;  51^; 

Henceforth  my  care  regards  myfelf  alone. 

War's  glorious  gain  fhall  now  be  all  my  own. 

For  you,  ye  vulgar  herd,  in  peace  return. 

My  enfigns  ftiall  by  manly  hands  be  borne. 

Some  few  of  you  my  fentence  here  fhall  wait,       520 

And  warn  fucceeding  fadlions  by  your  fate. 

Down  !  groveling  down  to  earth,  ye  traitors,  bend. 

And  with  your  proftrate  necks,  my  doom  attend. 

And  you,  ye  younger  ftriplings  of  the  war. 

You,  whom  I  mean  to  make  my  future  care;       525 

Strike  home  1  to  blood,  to  death,  inure  your  hands. 

And  learn  to  execute  my  dread  commands. 

He  fpoke  ;  and,  at  the  impious  found  difmay'd. 
The  trembling  unrefifting  croud  obey'd  : 
No  more  their  late  equality  they  boaft,  530 

But  bend  beneath  his  frown  a  fuppliant  hoft. 
Singly  fecure,  he  ftands  confefs'd  their  lord. 
And  rules,  in  fpite  of  him,  the  foldier's  fword. 
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Doubtful,  at  firft,  their  patience  he  furveys. 

And  wonders  why  each  haughty  heart  obeys;       535 

Beyond  his  hopes  he  fees  the  ftubbom  bow. 

And  bare  their  breafts  obedient  to  the  blow ; 

Till  ev'n  his  cooler  thoughts  the  deed  difclaim. 

And  would  not  find  their  fiercer  fouls  fo  tame. 

A  few,  at  length,  feledled  from  the  reft,  540 

Bled  for  example ;  and  the  tumult  ceas'd  ; 

While  the  confenting  hoft  the  vidims  viewM, 

And,  in  that  blood,  their  broken  faith  renewM. 

Now  to  Brundufmm*s  walls  he  bids  them  tend. 
Where  ten  long  days  their  weary  marches  end  ;    545 
There  he  commands  affembling  barks  to  meet. 
And  furnifh  from  the  neighbouring  fhores  his  fleet. 
Thither  the  crooked  keels  from  Leuca  glide. 
From  Taras  old,  and  Hydrus*  winding  tide ; 
Thither  with  fwelling  fails  their  way  they  take,    550 
From  lowly  Sipus,  and  Salapia's  lake ; 
From  where  Apulia's  fruitful  mountains  rife. 
Where  high  along  the  coaft  Garganus  lies. 
And  beating  feas  and  fighting  winds  defies. 

Mean- while  the  chief  to  Rome  direds  his  way,  555 
Now  fearful,  aw'd,  and  fafhion'd  to  his  fway. 
There,  with  mock  prayers,  the  fuppliant  vulgar  wait. 
And  urge  on  him  the  great  dictator *s  ftate. 
Obedient  he,  fmce  thus  their  wills  ordain, 
A  gracious  tyrant  condefcends  to  reign.  ^60 

His  mighty  name  the  joyful  Fafti  wear. 
Worthy  to  uflier  in  the  curft  Pharfalian  year. 
Then  was  the  time,  when  fycophants  began 
To  heap  all  titles  on  one  lordly  man ; 
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Then  learned  our  fires  that  fawning  lying  ftrain,  565 

Which  we,  their  flavifli  fons,  fo  well  retain  : 

Then,  firft,  were  feen  to  join,  an  ill-match'd  pair. 

The  ax  of  juftice,  with  the  fword  of  war  ; 

Fafces,  and  eagles,  mingling,  march  along. 

And  in  proud  Caefar's  train  promifcuous  throng.  570 

And  while  all  powers  in  him  alone  unite. 

He  mocks  the  people  with  the  ftievvs  of  right. 

The  Martian  field  th'  afiembling  tribes  receives. 

And  each  his  unregarded  fulFrage  gives  ; 

Still  with  the  fame  folemnity  efface,  575 

The  reverend  augur  feems  to  fill  his  place : 

Though  now  he  hears  not  when  the  thunders  roll. 

Nor  fees  the  flight  of  the  ill-boding  owl. 

Then  funk  the  Hate  and  dignity  of  Rome, 

Thence  monthly  confuls  nominally  come  :  5  80 

Juft  as  the  fovereign  bids,  their  names  appear. 

To  head  the  calendar,  and  mark  the  year. 

Then  too,  to  finifti  out  the  pageant  ihow. 

With  formal  rites  to  Alban  Jove  they  go ; 

By  night  the  feftival  was  huddled  o'er,  585 

Nor  could  the  god,  unworthy,  alk  for  more; 

He  who  look'd  on,  and  faw  fuch  foul  difgrace. 

Such  flavery  befal  his  Trojan  race. 

Now  Caefar,  like  the  flame  that  cuts  the  (kies. 
And  fwifter  than  the  vengeful  tigrefs,  flies 
Where  wafte  and  overgrown  Apulia  lies ; 
O'er-pafling  foon  the  rude  abandon'd  plains, 
Brundufium's  crooked  fliores,  and  Cretan  walls  he  gains. 
Loud  Boreas  there  his  navy  clofe  confines. 
While  wary  feamen  dread  the  wintery  figns.         595 
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But  he,  th'  impatient  chief,  difdains  to  fpare 
Thofe  hours  that  better  may  be  fpent  in  war  : 
He  grieves  to  fee  his  ready  fleet  withheld. 
While  others  boldly  plow  the  watery  field.  ^gg 

Eager  to  rouze  their  floth,r  behold  (he  cries) 
The  conftant  wind  that  rules  the  wintery  Ikies, 
With  what  a  fettled  certainty  it  flies ! 
Unlike  the  wanton  fickle  gales,  that  bring 
The  cloudy  changes  of  the  faithlefs  fpring. 
Nor  need  we  ncfw  to  fhift,  to  tack,  and  veer  :      6oc 
Steady  the  friendly  north  commands  to  Iteer. 
Oh  !  that  the  fury  of  the  driving  blaft 
May  fwell  the  fail,  and  bend  the  lofty  mail ! 
So,  fhall  our  navy  foon  be  wafted  o'er,  "J 

Ere  yon  Phasacian  gallies  dip  the  oSr,  v 

And  intercept  the  wi(h'd-for  Grecian  fhore.  j 

Cut  ever)'  cable  then,  and  hafte  away  ;  612 

The  waiting  winds  and  feas  upbraid  our  long  delay. 
Low  in  the  vveil  the  fetting  fun  was  laid,  n 

Up  rofe  the  night  in  glittering  ftars  array 'd,  > 

And  filver  Cynthia  call  a  lengthening  fhade;  J 

When  loofmg  from  the  fhore  the  moving  fleet. 
All  hands  at  once  unfurl  the  fpreading  fheet ; 
The  flacker  tacklings  let  the  canvas  flow. 
To  gather  all  the  breath  the  winds  can  blow.        620 
Swift,  for  a  while,  they  feud  before  the  wind. 
And  leave  Hefperia's  leffening  fhores  behind ; 
When,  lo  !  the  dying  breeze  begins  to  faili 
And  flutters  on  the  maft  the  flagging  fail : 
The  duller  waves  with  flower  heavings  creep,      625 
And  a  dead  calm  benumbs  the  lazy  deep. 
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As  when  the  winter's  potent  breath  conftrains 
The  Scythian  Euxine  in  her  icy  chains ; 
No  more  the  Bofphori  their  ftreams  maintain. 
Nor  ruftiing  Ifter  heaves  the  languid  main ;  630 

Each  keel  inclos'd,  at  once  forgets  its  courfe. 
While  o'er  the  new-made  champaign  bounds  the  horfe: 
Bold  on  the  cryftal  plains  the  Thracians  ride. 
And  print  with  founding  keels  the  liable  tide. 
So  Hill  a  form  th'  Ionian  waters  take,  635 

Dull  as  the  muddy  marfh  and  Handing  lake  : 
No  breezes  o'er  the  curling  furface  pafs. 
Nor  fun-beams  tremble  in  the  liquid  glafs ; 
No  ufual  turns  revolving  Tethys  knows. 
Nor  with  alternate  rollings  ebbs  and  flows :  640 

But  fluggifh  ocean  fleeps  in  flupid  peace. 
And  weary  nature's  motions  feem  to  ceafe. 
With  differing  eyes  the  hoftile  fleets  beheld 
The  falling  winds,  and  ufelefs  watery  field. 
There  Pompey's  daring  powers  attempt  in  vain    645 
To  plow  their  paflage  through  th'  unyielding  main ;' 
While,  pinch'd  by  want,  proud  Caefar's  legions  here 
The  dire  diilrefs  of  meagre  famine  fear. 
With  vows  unknown  before  they  reach  the  fkies. 
That  waves  may  dafli,  and  mounting  billows  rife  j  650 
That  fliorms  may  with  returning  fury  reign. 
And  the  rude  ocean  be  itfelf  again. 
At  length  the  ftill,  the  fluggifli  darknefs  fled. 
And  cloudy  morning  rear'd  its  louring  head. 
The  rolling  flood  the  gliding  navy  bore,  655 

And  hills  appear'd  to  pafs  upon  the  ftiore. 
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Attending  breezes  waft  them  to  the  land. 
And  Caefar's  anchors  bite  Palsile's  ftrand. 

In  neighbouring  camps  the  hoftile  chiefs  fit  down. 
Where  Genufus  the  fwift,  and  Apfus  run  ;  660 

Among  th*  ignobler  croud  of  rivers,  thefe 
Soon  lofe  their  waters  in  the  mingling  feas  : 
No  mighty  flreams  nor  diflant  fprings  they  know. 
But  rife  from  muddy  lakes,  and  melting  fnow. 
Here  meet  the  rivals  who  the  world  divide,  665 

Once  by  the  tendereft  bands  of  kindred  ty'd. 
The  world  with  joy  their  interview  beheld. 
Now  only  parted  by  a  fmgle  field. 
Fond  of  the  hopes  of  peace,  mankind  believe. 
Whene'er  they  come  thus  near,  they  muft  forgive.  670 
Vain  hopes !  for  foon  they  part  to  meet  no  more. 
Till  both  fhall  reach  the  curft  Egyptian  fhore ; 
Till  the  proud  father  Ihall  in  arms  fucceed. 
And  fee  his  vanquilh'd  fon  untimely  bleed;  674 

Till  he  beholds  his  alnes  on  the  ftrand. 
Views  his  pale  head  within  a  villain's  hand  ; 
Till  Pompey's  fate  fhall  Ca^far's  tears  demand 

The  latter  yet  his  eager  rage  reftrains. 
While  Antony  the  lingering  troops  detains.  Sjc) 

Repining  much,  and  gricv'd  at  war's  delay. 
Impatient  Caefar  often  chides  his  ftay. 
Oft  he  is  heard  to  threat,  and  humbly  oft  to  pray 

Still  ihall  the  world  (he  cries)  thus  anxious  wait? 
Still  wilt  thou  flop  the  gods,  and  hinder  fate  ? 
What  could  be  done  before,  was  done  by  me:      685 
Now  ready  fortune  only  Hays  for  thee. 
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What  holds  thee  then?  Do  rocks  thy  courfe  withftand. 

Or  Libyan  Syrts  oppofe  their  faithlefs  ftrand  ? 

Or  dofl  thou  fear  new  dangers  to  explore  ? 

I  call  thee  not,  but  where  I  pafs'd  tefore.  690 

For  all  thofe  hours  thou  lofeft,  I  complain. 

And  fue  to  heaven  for  profperous  winds  in  vain. 

My  foldiers  (often  has  their  faith  been  try'd). 

If  not  withheld,  had  haflen'd  to  my  fide. 

What  toil,  what  hazards  will  they  not  partake  ?    695 

What  feas  and  Ihipwrecks  fcorn,  for  Caefar's  fake  ? 

Nor  will  I  think  the  gods  fo  partial  are. 

To  give  thee  fair  Aufonia  for  thy  fhare ; 

While  Csfar,  and  the  fenate,  are  forgot. 

And  in  Epirus  bound  their  barren  lot.  700 

In  words  like  thefe,  he  calls  him  oft  in  vain. 
And  thus  the  hafty  milTives  oft  complain. 
At  length  the  lucky  chief,  who  oft  had  found 
What  vaft  fuccefs  his  ralher  darings  crown'd  ; 
Who  faw  how  much  the  favouring  gods  had  done,  705 
Nor  would  be  wanting,  when  they  urg'd  him  on; 
Fierce,  and  impatient  of  the  tedious  ftay, 
Refolves  by  night  to  prove  the  doubtful  way  : 
Bold,  in  a  fmgle  fkifF,  he  means  to  go. 
And  tempt  thofe  feas  that  navies  dare  not  plow.  710 

'T  was  now  the  time  when  cares  and  labour  ceafe. 
And  ev'n  the  rage  of  arms  was  hufh'd  to  peace  : 
Snatch'd  from  their  guilt  and  toil,  the  wretched  lay. 
And  flept  the  founder  for  the  painful  day. 
Through  the  ftill  camp  the  night's  third  hour  refounds. 
And  warns  the  fecond  watches  to  their  rounds ; 
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When  through  the  horrors  of  the  murky  fhade. 

Secret  the  careful  warriors  footfleps  tread. 

His  train,  unknowing,  flept  within  his  tent. 

And  fortune  only  follovv'd  where  he  went.  720 

With  filent  anger  he  perceiv'd,  around. 

The  lleepy  centinels  beftrew  the  ground  : 

Yet,  unreproving,  now,  he  pafs'd  them  o'er. 

And  fought  with  eager  haile  the  winding  fhore.    724 

There  through  the  gloom,  his  fearching  eyes  explor'd; 

Where  to  the  mouldering  rock  a  bark  was  moor'd* 

The  mighty  mafter  of  this  little  boat 

Securely  llept  within  a  neighbouring  cot : 

No  mafTy  beams  fupport  his  humble  hall. 

But  reeds  and  marfhy  rufhes  wove  the  wall ;         730 

Old  fhatter'd  planking  for  a  roof  was  fpread. 

And  cover'd  in  from  rain  the  needy  Ihed. 

Thrice  on  the  feeble  door  the  warrior  ftruck. 

Beneath  the  blow  the  trembling  dwelling  fhook.  734 

What  wretch  forlorn  (the  poor  Amyclas  cries) 

^Driven  by  the  raging  feas,  and  ftormy  fkies. 

To  my  poor  lowly  roof  for  flicker  flies  ? 

He  fpoke  ;  and  hafty  left  his  homely  bed. 

With  oozy  flags  and  withering  fea-weed  fpread. 

Then  from  the  hearth  the  fmoking  match  he  takes. 

And  in  the  tow  the  droufy  fire  awakes  ;  741 

Dry  leaves,  and  chips,  for  fuel,  he  fupplies. 

Till  kindling  fp'arks  and  glittering  flames  arife. 

Oh  happy  poverty  !  thou  greatefl  good, 

Beftovv'd  by  heaven,  but  feldom  underllood  !        745 

Here  nor  the  cruel  fpoiler  feeks  his  prey. 

Nor  rathlefs  armies  take  their  dreadful  way  : 
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Security  thy  narrow  limits  keeps. 

Safe  are  thy  cottages,  and  found  thy  fleeps. 

Behold  !  ye  dangerous  dwellings  of  the  great,      750 

Where  gods  and  godlike  princes  choofe  their  feat ; 

See  in  what  peace  the  poor  Amyclas  lies. 

Nor  ftarts,  though  Cxfar's  call  commands  to  rife. 

What  terrors  had  you  felt,  that  call  to  hear  ! 

How  had  your  towers  and  ramparts  ihook 

And  trembled,  as  the  mighty  man  drew 

The  door  unbarr'd :  Expeft  (the  leader  faid) 

Beyond  thyohopes,  or  wiihes,  to  be  paid ; 

If  in  this  inftant  hour  thou  waft  me  o'er. 

With  fpeedy  hafte,  to  yon  Hefperian  Ihore.  760 

No  more  fhall  want  thy  weary  hand  conftrain. 

To  work  thy  bark  upon  the  boifterous  main  ; 

Henceforth  good  days  and  plenty  fhall  betide ; 

The  gods  and  I  will  for  thy  age  provide.  764 

A  glorious  change  attends  thy  low  eftate,  "^ 

Sudden  and  mighty  riches  round  thee  wait ;  V- 

Be  wife,  and  ufe  the  lucky  hour  of  fate.  J 

Thus  he ;  and  though  in  humble  vellments  drefs'd,  "^ 
Spite  of  himfelf,  his  words  his  power  exprefs'd,  S 
And  Csefar  in  his  bounty  flood  confefs'd.  J 

To  him  the  wary  pilot  thus  replies  :  771 

A  thoufand  omens  threaten  from  the  fkiesj 
A  thoufand  boding  figns  my  foul  affright. 
And  warn  me  not  to  tempt  the  feas  by  night, 
in  clouds  the  fetting  fun  obfcur'd  his  head,  775 

Nor  painted  o'er  the  ruddy  weft  with  red  : 
Now  north,  now  fouth,  he  fhot  his  parted  beams. 
And  tipp'd  thie  fuUen  black  with  golden  gleams  : 
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Pale  fhone  his  middle  orb  with  faintifh  rays. 
And  fufFer'd  mortal  eyes  at  eafe  to  gaze.  78* 

Nor  rofe  the  filver  queen  of  night  ferene. 
Supine  and  dull  her  blunted  horns  were  feen. 
With  foggy  ftains  and  cloudy  blots  between. 
Dreadful  a  while  fhe  fhone  all  fiery  red. 
Then  ficken'd  into  pale,  and  hid  her  drooping  head. 
Nor  lefs  I  fear  from  that  hoarfe  hollow  roar,         786 
In  leafy  groves,  and  on  the  founding  fhore. 
In  various  turns  the  doubtful  dolphins  play. 
And  thwart,  and  run  acrofs,  and  mix  their  way. 
The  cormorants  the  watery  deep  forfake,  790 

And  foaring  herns  avoid  the  plailiy  lake  ; 
While,  waddling  on  the  margin  of  the  main. 
The  crow  bewets  her,  and  prevents  the  rain. 
However,  if  fome  great  enterprize  demand. 
Behold,  I  proffer  thee  my  willing  hand  :  795 

My  venturous  bark  the  troubled  deep  fhall  try. 
To  thy  wifh'd  port  her  plunging  prow  fhall  ply, 
Unlefs  the  feas  refolve  to  beat  us  by. 

He  fpoke ;  and  fpread  his  canvas  to  the  wind. 
Unmoor 'd  his  boat,  and  left  the  fhore  behind.      800 
Swift  flew  the  nimble  keel ;  and  as  they  part. 
Long  trails  of  light  the  (hooting  meteors  caft ; 
Ev'n  the  fix'd  fires  above  in  motion  feem. 
Shake  through  the  blaft,  and  dart  a  quivering  beam ; 
Black  horrors  on  the  gloomy  ocean  brood,  805 

And  in  long  ridges  rolls  the  threatening  flood ; 
While  loud  and  louder  murmuring  winds  arife. 
And  growl  from  every  quarter  of  the  fkics. 
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When  thus  the  trembling  mafter,  pale  with  fear. 

Behold  what  wrath  the  dreadful  gods  prepare ;      810 

My  art  is  at  a  lofs ;  the  various  tide 

Beats  my  unliable  bark  on  every  fide  : 

From  the  north-weft  the  fetting  current  fwells. 

While  fouthern  ftorms  the  driving  rack  foretels.  814 

Howe'er  it  be,  our  purpos'd  way  is  loft. 

Nor  can  one  relick  of  our  wreck  be  toft 

By  winds,  like  thefe,  on  fair  Hefperia's  coaft. 

Our  only  means  of  fafety  is  to  yield. 

And  meafure  back  with  hafte  the  foamy  field ; 

To  give  our  unfuccefsful  labour  o'er,  820 

And  reach,  while  yet  we  may,  the  neighbouring  fhore. 

But  Caefar,  ftill  fuperior  to  diftrefs, 
Fearlefs,  and  confident  of  fure  fuccefs. 
Thus  to  the  pilot  loud— The  feas  defpife. 
And  the  vain  threatening  of  the  noify  fkies.  825 

Though  gods  deny  thee  yon  Aufonian  ftrand ; 
Yet,  go,  I  charge  thee,  go  at  my  command. 
Thy  ignorance  alone  can  caufe  thy  fears. 
Thou  know'ft  not  what  a  freight  thy  vefTel  bears  ; 
Thou  know'ft  not  I  am  he,  to  whom  'tis  given  830 
Never  to  want  the  care  of  watchful  heaven. 
Obedient  fortune  waits  my  humble  thrall. 
And  always  ready  comes  before  I  call. 
Let  winds,  and  feas,  loud  wars  at  freedom  wage. 
And  wafte  upon  themfelves  their  empty  rage ;      835 
A  ftronger,  mightier  D.^mon  is  thy  friend. 
Thou,  and  thy  bark,  on  Caefar's  fate  depend. 
Thou  ftand'ft  amaz'd  to  view  this  dreadful  fcene; 
And  wonder 'ft  what  the  gods  and  fortune  mean ! 
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But  artfully  their  bounties  thus  they  raife,  840 

And  from  my  dangers  arrogate  new  praife; 
Amidft  the  fears  of  death  they  bid  me  live. 
And  ftill  enhance  what  they  are  fure  to  give. 
Then  leave  yon  fhore  behind  with  all  thy  hafte. 
Nor  fhall  this  idle  fury  longer  laft.  845 

Thy  keel  aufpicious  ihall  the  ftorm  appeafe. 
Shall  glide  triumphant  o'er  the  calmer  feas. 
And  reach  Brundufium's  fafer  port  with  eafe. 
Nor  can  the  gods  ordain  another  now, 
'T  is  what  I  want,  and  what  they  mull  bellow.     850 

Thus  while  in  vaunting  words  the  leader  fpoke ; 
Full  on  his  bark  the  thundering  tempeft  llruck  ; 
Off  rips  the  rending  canvas  from  the  maft. 
And  whirling  flits  before  the  driving  blaft; 
In  every  joint  the  groaning  alder  founds,  855 

And  gapes  wide-opening  with  a  thoufand  wounds. 
Now,  rifmg  all  at  once,  and  unconfin'd. 
From  every  quarter  roars  the  rufhing  wind  : 
Firft  from  the  wide  Atlantic  ocean's  bed, 
Tempelluous  Corus  rears  his  dreadful  head ;         860 
Th'  obedient  deep  his  potent  breath  controls. 
And,  mountain-high,  the  foamy  flood  he  rolls. 
Kim  the  north-eaft:  encountering  fierce  defy'd. 
And  back  rebuffeted  the  yielding  tide. 
The  curling  furges  loud  conflicting  meet,  865 

Dafli  their  proud  heads,  and  bellow  as  they  beat ; 
While  piercing  Boreas,  from  the  Scythian  ilrand. 
Plows  up  the  waves,  and  fcoops  the  loweft  fand. 
Nor  Eurus  then,  I  ween,  was  left  to  dwell. 
Nor  (howery  Notus  in  th'  JEo\ia.n  cell ;  87,0 
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But  each  from  every  fide,  his  power  to  boaft, 

Rang'd  his  proud  forces,  to  defend  his  coaft. 

Equal  in  might,  alike  they  ftrive  in  vain. 

While  in  the  midfl  the  feas  unmov'd  remain : 

In  lefTer  wars  they  yield  to  flormy  heaven,  875 

And  captive  waves  to  other  deeps  are  driven ; 

The  Tyrrhene  billows  dafli  JEge^n  Ihores, 

And  Adria  in  the  mix'd  Ionian  roars. 

How  then  muft  earth  the  fwelling  ocean  dread. 

When  floods  ran  higher  than  each  mountain's  head !  880 

Subje6l  and  low  the  trembling  beldame  lay. 

And  gave  herfelf  for  loft,  the  conquering  water's  prey. 

What  other  worlds,  what  feas  unknown  before. 

Then  drove  their  billows  on  our  beaten  ihore  ! 

What  diftant  deeps,  their  prodigies  to  boaft,        885 

Heav'd  their  huge  monfters  on  th'  Aufonian  coaft  ! 

So  wken  avenging  Jove  long  time  had  hurl'd. 

And  tir'd  his  thunders  on  a  harden'd  world  : 

New  wrath,  the  god,  new  punilhment  difplayM, 

And  call'd  his  watery  brother  to  his  aid  :  Sgo 

Offending  earth  to  Neptune's  lot  he  join'd. 

And  bade  his  floods  no  longer  ftand  confin'd ; 

At  once  the  furges  o'er  the  nations  rife. 

And  feas  are  only  bounded  by  the  fkies. 

Such  now  the  fpreading  deluge  had  been  feen,      895 

Had  not  th'  Almighty  Ruler  flood  between  ; 

Proud  waves  the  cloud-compelling  lire  obey'd, 

Confefs'd  his  hand  fupprefling,  and  were  ftay'd. 

Nor  was  that  gloom  the  common  fliade  of  night. 
The  friendly  darknefs  that  relieves  the  light ;      900 
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But  fearful,  black,  and  horrible  to  tell, 

A  murky  vapour  breath'd  from  yawning  hell  : 

So  thick  the  mingling  feas  and  clouds  were  hung. 

Scarce  could  the  ftruggling  lightning  gleam  along. 

Through  nature's  frame  the  dire  convulfion  ftruck,  905 

Heaven  groan 'd,  the  labouring  pole  and  axis  fhook : 

Uproar,  and  Chaos  old,  prevail'd  again. 

And  broke  the  facred  elemental  chain  : 

Black  fiends,  unhallow'd,  fought  the  blefl:  abodes, 

Profan'd  the  day,  and  mingled  with  the  gods.     910 

One  only  hope,  when  every  other  fail'd. 

With  Casfar,  and  with  nature's  felf,  prevail'd; 

The  ftorm  that  fought  their  ruin,  prov'd  them  ftrong. 

Nor  could  they  fall,  who  flood  that  fhock  fo  long. 

High  as  Leucadia's  leiTening  cliffs  arife,  91^ 

On  the  tall  billow's  top  the  veffel  flies ; 

V/hile  the  pale  mafter,  from  the  furge's  brow,» 

With  giddy  eyes  furveys  the  depth  below. 

When  ftraight  the  gaping  main  at  once  divides,     ^ 

On  naked  fands  the  rufliing  bark  fubfides,  > 

And  the  low  liquid  vale  the  topmaft  hides.  j 

The  trembling  fhipman,  all  diflraught  with  fear. 

Forgets  his  courfe,  and  knows  not  how  to  fleer  ; 

No  more  the  ufelefs  rudder  guides  the  prow. 

To  meet  the  rolling  fvvell,  or  fhun  the  blow.        925 

But,  lo  !  the  florm  itfelf  affiflancc  lends. 

While  one  affaults,  another  wave  defends  : 

This  lays  the  fidclong  alder  on  the  main. 

And  that  reflores  the  leaning  bark  again. 

Obedient  to  the  mighty  winds  fhe  plies,  930 

Now  feeks  the  depths,  and  now  invades  the  Ikies  ; 
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There  born  aloft,  Ihe  apprehends  no  more. 
Or  Ihoaly  Safon,  or  ThefTalia's  ihore  ; 
High  hills  (he  dreads,  and  promontories  now. 
And  fears  to  touch  Ceraunia's  airy  brow.  035 

At  length  the  univerfal  wreck  appeared. 
To  Casfar's  felf,  ev'n  worthy  to  be  fear'd. 
Why  all  thefe  pains,  this  toil  of  fate  (he  cries) 
This  labour  of  the  feas,  and  earth,  and  fkies  ? 
All  nature  and  the  gods,  at  once  alarm'd,  040 

Againll  my  little  boat  and  me  are  arm'd. 
If,  oh  ye  Powers  Divine  !  your  will  decrees 
The  glory  of  my  death  to  thefe  rude  feas ; 
If  warm,  and  in  the  fighting  field  to  die. 
If  that,  my  firfl  of  wifhes,  you  deny  ;  945 

My  foul  no  longer  at  her  lot  repines. 
But  yields  to  what  your  providence  affigns. 
Though  immature  I  end  my  glorious  days. 
Cut  fhort  my  conquefl,  and  prevent  new  praife  ; 
My  life,  already.  Hands  the  nobleft  theme,  950 

To  fill  long  annals  of  recording  fame. 
Far  northern  nations  own  me  for  their  lord. 
And  envious  fa<flions  crouch  beneath  my  fvvord  ; 
Inferior  Pompey  yields  to  me  at  home. 
And  only  fills  a  fecond  place  in  Rome.  955 

My  country  has  my  high  behefts  obey'd. 
And  at  my  feet  her  laws  obedient  laid ; 
All  fovereignty,  all  honours  are  my  own, 
Conful,  didator,  I  am  all  alone.  959 

But  thou,  my  only  goddefs,  and  my  friend. 
Thou,  on  whom  all  my  fecret  prayers  attend. 
Conceal,  oh  Fortune  I  this  inglorious  end. 
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Let  none  on  earth,  let  none  befide  thee,  know 

I  funk  thus  poorly  to  the  fhades  below. 

Difpofe,  ye  gods !  my  carcafe  as  you  pleafe,       965 

Deep  let  it  drown  beneath  thefe  raging  feas ; 

I  afk  no  urn  my  afhes  to  infold. 

Nor  marble  monuments,  nor  Ihrines  of  gold ; 

Let  but  the  world,  unknowing  of  my  doom, 

Expe<a  me  ftill,  and  think  I  am  to  come  ;  970 

So  fhall  my  name  with  terror  ftill  be  heard. 

And  my  return  in  every  nation  fear'd. 

He  fpoke,  and  fudden,  wondrous  to  behold. 
High  on  a  tenth  huge  wave  his  bark  was  roll'd; 
Nor  funk  again,  alternate,  as  before,  975 

But  ruftiing,  lodg'd,  and  fix'd  upon  the  fhore. 
Rome  and  his  fortune  were  at  once  reftor'd. 
And  earth  again  receiv'd  him  for  her  lord. 

Now,  through  the  camp  his  late  arrival  told. 
The  warriors  croud,  their  leader  to  behold;         980 
In  tears,  around,  the  murmuring  legions  ftand. 
And  welcome  him,  with  fond  complaints,  to  land. 

What  means  too-daring  Ca^far  (thus  they  cry) 
To  tempt  the  ruthlefs  feas,  and  ftormy  fky  1 
What  a  vile  helplefs  herd  had  we  been  left,  985 

Of  every  hope  at  once  in  thee  bereft  ? 
While  on  thy  life  fo  many  thoufands  wait. 
While  nations  live  dependent  on  thy  fate. 
While  the  whole  world  on  thee,  their  head,  rely, 
'Tis  cruel  in  thee  to  confcnt  to  die.  990 

And  could'ft  thou  not  one  faithful  foldicr  find. 
One  equal  to  his  mighty  mafter's  mind. 
One  that  deferv'd  not  to  be  left  behind  ? 
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While  tumbling  billows  toft  thee  on  the  main. 

We  flept  at  eafe,  unknowing  of  thy  pain.  955 

Were  we  the  caufe,  oh  fhame  !  unworthy  we. 

That  urg'd  thee  on  to  brave  the  raging  Tea  ? 

Is  there  a  flave  whofe  head  thou  hold'ft  fo  light. 

To  give  him  up  to  this  tempeftuous  night  ? 

While  Caefar,  whom  the  fubjeft  earth  obeys,      1000 

To  feafons  fuch  as  thefe,  his  facred  felf  betrays. 

Still  wilt  thou  weary  out  indulgent  heaven. 

And  fcatter  all  the  lavifh  gods  have  given  ? 

Doft  thou  the  care  of  Providence  employ. 

Only  to  fave  thee  when  the  feas  run  high  ?  1005 

Aufpicious  Jove  thy  wifhes  would  promote ; 

Thou  afk'ft  the  fafety  of  a  leaky  boat : 

He  proffers  thee  the  world's  fupreme  command ; 

Thy  hopes  afpire  no  farther  than  to  land. 

And  call  thy  ihipwreck  on  th'  Hefperian  ftrand 

In  kind  reproaches  thus  they  wafte  the  night. 
Till  the  gray  eaft  difclos'd  the  breaking  light ; 
Serene  the  fun  his  beamy  face  difplay'd. 
While  the  tir'd  ftorm  and  weary  waves  were  laid. 
Speedy  the  Latian  chiefs  unfurl  their  fails,  1015 

And  catch  the  gently-rifmg  northern  gales : 
In  fair  appearance  the  tall  vefTels  glide. 
The  pilots,  and  the  wind,  confpire  to  guide. 
And  waft  them  fitly  o'er  the  fmoother  tide  : 
Decent  they  move,  like  fome  well-order'dband,  1020 
In  rang'd  battalions  marching  o'er  the  land. 
Night  fell  at  length,  the  winds  the  fails  forfook. 
And  a  dead  calm  the  beauteous  order  broke. 
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So  when,  from  Scrymon's  wintery  banks,  the  cranes. 
In  feather'd  legions,  cut  th'  zethereal  plains ;      1025 
To  warmer  Nile  they  bend  their  airy  way, 
Form'd  in  long  lines,  and  rank'd  in  juft  array  : 
But  if  fome  rulhing  ftorm  the  journey  crofs. 
The  wingy  leaders  all  are  at  a  lofs : 
Now  clofe,  now  Icofe,  the  breaking  fquadrons  fly,  1 030 
And  fcatter  in  confufion  o'er  the  fky. 
The  day  return'd,  with  Phoebus  Aufter  rofe. 
And  hard  upon  the  llraining  canvas  blows. 
Scudding  afore  him  fwift  the  fleet  he  bore, 
O'er-paffing  LyfTas,  to  Nymphaium's  fliore  ; 
There  fafe  from  northern  winds,  within  the  porl 
they  moor. 
While  thus  united  Casfar's  arms  appear. 
And  fortune  draws  the  great  decifion  near  ; 
Sad  Pompey's  foul  uneaiy  thoughts  infeil. 
And  his  Cornelia  pains  his  anxious  breaft.  1040 

To  diftant  Lefljos  fain  he  would  remove. 
Far  from  the  war,  the  partner  of  his  love. 
Oh,  who  can  fpeak,  what  numbers  can  reveal,  Ji 

The  tendernefs  which  pious  lovers  feel  ?  ■ 

Who  can  their  fecret  pangs  and  forrows  tell,       1045 
With  all  the  croud  of  cares  that  in  their  bofoms  dwell  ? 
See  what  new  paflions  now  the  hero  knows. 
Now  firll  he  doubts  fuccefs,  and  fears  his  foes ; 
Rome  and  the  world  he  hazards  in  the  ftrife. 
And  gives  up  all  to  fortune,  but  his  wife.  1050 

Oft  he  prepares  to  fpeak,  but  knows  not  how, 
Knows  they  mull  part,  but  cannot  bid  her  go ; 
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Defers  the  killing  news  with  fond  delay. 
And,  lingering,  puts  off  Fate  from  day  to  day. 
The  fleeting  (hades  began  to  leave  the  fky,         1055 
And  flumber  foft  forfook  the  drooping  eye  : 
When,  with  fond  arms,  the  fair  Cornelia  preft 
Her  lord,  reluflant,  to  her  fnowy  breaft  : 
Wondering,  fhe  found  he  fhunn'd  her  juft  embrace^ 
And  felt  warm  tears  upon  his  manly  face.  ic6o 

Heart-wounded  with  the  fudden  woe,  Ihe  griev'd. 
And  fcarce  the  weeping  warrior  yet  believ'd. 
When,  with  a  groan,  thus  he  :  My  true  ft  wife. 
To  fay  how  much  I  love  thee  more  than  life. 
Poorly  expreffes  what  my  heart  would  fhow,        1 065 
Since  life,  alas  !  is  grown  my  burden  now; 
That  long,  too  long  delay'd,  that  dreadful  doom. 
That  cruel  parting  hour  at  length  is  come. 
Fierce,  haughty,  and  colleded  in  his  might. 
Advancing  Casfar  calls  me  to  the  fight.  1070 

Halle  then,  my  gentle  love,  from  war  retreat ; 
The  Lefbian  ifle  attends  thy  peaceful  feat : 
Nor  feek,  oh  !  feek  not  to  increafe  my  cares. 
Seek  not  to  change  my  purpofe  with  thy  prayers ; 
Myfelf,  in  vain,  the  fruitlefs  fuit  have  try'd,      1075 
And  my  own  pleading  heart  has  been  deny'd. 
Think  not,  thy  diftance  will  increafe  thy  fear  : 
Ruin,  if  ruin  comes,  will  foon  be  near. 
Too  foon  the  fatal  news  fhall  reach  thy  ear. 
Nor  burns  thy  heart  with  juft  and  equal  fires,      1080 
Nor  doft  thou  love  as  virtue's  law  requires  ; 
If  thofe  foft  eyes  can  ev'n  thy  huftjand  bear. 
Red  with  the  ftains  of  blood,  and  guilty  war. 
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When  horrid  trumpets  found  their  dire  alarms. 

Shall  I  indulge  my  forrows  with  thy  charms. 

And  rife  to  battle  from  thefe  tender  arms  ? 

Thus  mournful,  from  thee,  rather  let  me  go. 

And  join  thy  abfence  to  the  public  woe. 

But  thou  be  hid,  be  fafe  from  every  fear. 

While  kings  and  nations  in  dellrudlion  fliare  :       1090 

Shun  thou  the  crufli  of  my  impending  fate. 

Nor  let  it  fall  on  thee  with  all  its  weight. 

Then  if  the  gods  my  overthrow  ordain. 

And  the  fierce  viftor  chace  me  o'er  the  plain. 

Thou  {halt  be  left  me  flill,  my  better  part,         1095 

To  foothe  my  cares,  and  heal  my  broken  heart ; 

Thy  open  arms  I  ihall  be  fure  to  meet. 

And  fly  with  pleafure  to  the  dear  retreat. 

Stunn'd  and  aftonifh'd  at  the  deadly  ilroke. 
All  fenfe,  at  firft,  the  matron  fad  forfook.  1 100 

Motion,  and  life,  and  fpeech,  at  length  returns. 
And  thus  in  words  of  heavieft  woe  fhe  mourns : 
No,  Pompey  !   't  is  not  that  my  lord  is  dead, 
'Tis  not  the  hand  of  fate  has  robb'd  my  bed; 
But  like  fome  bafe  plebeian  I  am  curs'd,  1 105 

And  by  my  cruel  hufband  ftand  divorced. 
But  Ccefar  bids  us  part !  thy  father  comes ! 
And  we  muft  yield  to  what  that  tyrant  dooms  ! 
Is  thy  Cornelia's  faith  fo  poorly  known,  ■> 

That  thou  fhould'fl  think  her  fafer  whilft  alone  ?      C 
Are  not  our  loves,  our  lives,  our  fortunes  one  ?       j 
Canft  thou,  inhuman,  drive  me  from  thy  fide. 
And  bid  my  fmgle  head  the  coming  florm  abide  ? 
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Do  I  not  read  thy  purpofe  in  thy  eye  ? 
Doll  thou  not  hope,  and  wifh,  ev'n  now  to  die  ?  1 1 1 5 
And  can  I  then  be  fafe  ?  Yet  death  is  free^ 
That  laft  relief  is  not  deny'd  to  me  ; 
Though  banifh'd  by  thy  harih  command  I  go. 
Yet  I  will  join  thee  in  the  realms  below. 
Thou  bidil  me  with  the  pangs  of  abfence  ftrive,  1 1 20 
And,  till  I  hear  thy  certain  Icfs,  furvive. 
My  vow'd  obedience>  what  it  can>  fhall  bear  ; 
But,  oh  !  my  heart  's  a  woman,  and  I  fear* 
If  the  good  gods,  indulgent  to  my  prayer> 
Should  make  the  laws  of  Rortie,  and  thee,  their  care; 
In  dillant  climes  I  may  prolong  my  woe,  1 126 

And  be  the  laft  thy  viclory  to  know. 
On  fome  bleak  rock  that  frowns  upon  the  deep, 
A  conftant  watch  thy  weeping  wife  fhall  keep ; 
There  from  each  fail  misfortune  fhall  I  guefs,     1 150 
And  dread  the  bark  that  brings  me  thy  fuccefs. 
Nor  fhall  thofe  happier  tidings  end  my  fear. 
The  vanquifh'd  foe  may  bring  new  danger  near; 
Defencelefs  I  may  ftlll  be  made  a  prize. 
And  Csfaf  fnatch  me  with  him,  as  he  flies :        1 135 
With  eafe  my  known  retreat  he  fhall  explore. 
While  thy  great  name  diftinguifhes  the  fhore : 
Soon  fhall  the  Lefbian  exile  ftand  reveal'd. 
The  wife  of  Pompey  cannot  live  conceaPd. 
But  if  th'  o'er-ruling  powers  thy  caufe  ferfake,  1 140 
Grant  me  this  only  laft  requeft  I  make; 
When  thou  fhalt  be  of  troops  and  friends  bereft. 
And  wretched  flight  is  all  thy  fafety  hfi ; 
M  3 
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Ok  !  follow  not  the  didlates  of  thy  heart. 
But  choofe  a  refuge  in  fome  dillant  part.  ^  H5 

Where-e'er  thy  unaufpicious  bark  fliall  fleer,  ~} 

Thy  fad  Cornelia's  fatal  fliore  forbear,  > 

Since  Caefar  will  be  fure  to  feek  thee  there.  j 

So  faying,  with  a  groan  the  matron  fled. 
And,  wild  with  forrow,  left  her  holy  bed  :  1 150 

She  fees  all  lingering,  all  delays  are  vain. 
And  ruflies  headlong  to  pofiefs  the  pain ; 
Nor  will  the  hurry  of  her  griefs  afford 
One  laft  embrace  from  her  forfaken  lord.  1 1  ij/j. 

Uncommon  cruel  was  the  fate,  for  two, 
Whofe  lives  had  lafled  long,  and  been  fo  true, 
1  o  lofe  the  pleafure  of  one  lafl  adieu. 
In  all  the  vvoful  days  that  crofs'd  their  blifs. 
Sure  never  hour  was  known  fo  fad  as  this ;  1159 

By  what  they  fuffer'd  now,  inur'd  to  pain,  "J 

They  met  allafter-forrows  with  difdain,  ^ 

And  fortune  Ihot  her  envious  (hafts  in  vain .  J 

Low  on  the  ground  the  fainting  dame  is  laid ; 
Her  train  officious  haften  to  her  aid  : 
Then  gently  rearing,  with  a  careful  hand,         1 165 
Support  her,  flow-defcending  o'er  the  ftrand. 
There,  while  with  eager  arms  (he  grafp'd  the  fhore» 
Scarcely  the  mourner  to  the  bark  they  bore. 
Not  half  this  grief  of  heart,  thcfe  pangs,  ihe  knew,, 
When  from  her  native  Italy  flie  flew  :  i  rya 

Lonely,  and  comfortlefs,  Ihe  takes  her  flight. 
Sad  feems  the  day,  and  long  the  fleeplefs  night. 
In  vain  her  maids  the  downy  couch  provide, 
Slie  wants  the  tender  partner  of  her  iide.    " 
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When  weary  oft  in  heavinefs  ftie  lies,  1 175 

And  dozy  flumber  fteals  upon  her  eyes ; 

Fain,  with  fond  arms,  her  lord  Ihe  would  have  prell. 

But  weeps  to  find  the  pillow  at  her  breail. 

Though  raging  in  her  veins  a  fever  burns. 

Painful  ihe  lies,  and  reillefs  oft  {he  turns.  11 80 

She  fhuns  his  facred  fide  with  awful  fear. 

And  would  not  be  convinc'd  he  is  not  there. 

But,  oh  !  too  foon  the  want  fhall  be  fupply'd. 

The  gods  too  cruelly  for  that  provide  : 

Again,  the  circling  hours  bring  back  her  lord,  11 85 

And  Pompey  Ihall  be  fatally  reiior'd. 
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LUCAN's     PHARSALIA. 
BOOK       VI. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

Cjefar  and  Pompey  lying  now  near  Dyrrhachium,  after  feveral 
marches  and  counter-marches,  the  former  with  incredible  di- 
ligence runs  a  vaft  line,  or  work,  round  the  camp  of  the  latter. 
This,  Pompey,  after  fuflering  for  want  of  provifions,  and  a 
very  gallant  refiftance  of  Scaeva,  a  centurion  of  Caefar's,  at 
length  breaks  through.  After  this,  Csefar  makes  another  un- 
fuccefsful  attempt  upon  a  part  of  Pompey's  army,  and  then 
marches  away  into  ThefTaly :  And  Pompey,  againft  the  per- 
fuafion  and  counfel  of  his  friends,  follows  him.  After  a  de- 
fcription  of  the  ancient  inhabitants,  the  boundaries,  the 
mountains,  and  rivers  of  Theflaly ;  the  poet  takes  occafion, 
from  this  country  being  famous  for  witchcraft,  to  introduce 
Sextus  Pompeius,  inquiring  the  event  of  the  civil  war  from 
the  forcerefs  Eridho. 

XTOW,  near  encampM,  each  on  a  neighbouring  helglit. 

The  Latian  chiefs  prepare  for  fudden  fight. 
The  rival  pair  feem  hither  brought  by  fate,  "y 

As  if  the  gods  would  end  the  dire  debate,  > 

And  here  determine  of  the  Roman  Hate.  3 

Ca?far,  intent  upon  his  hoftilc  fon,  6 

Demands  a  conquefl:  here,  and  here  alone  ; 
Neglefts  what  laurels  captive  towns  muft  yield. 
And  fcorns  the  harveft  of  the  Grecian  field. 
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Impatient  he  provokes  the  fatal  day, 

Ordain'd  to  give  Rome's  liberties  away. 

And  leave  the  world  the  greedy  vidlor's  prey. 

Eager,  that  laft,  great  chance  of  war  he  waits. 

Where  cither's  fall  determines  both  their  fates. 

Thrice,  on  the  hills,  all  drawn  in  dread  array,       1 5 

His  threatening  eagles  wide  their  wings  difplay ; 

Thrice,  but  in  vain,  his  hoftile  arms  he  fhew'd. 

His  ready  rage,  and  thirft  of  Latian  blood. 

But  when  he  faw,  how  cautious  Pompey's  care. 

Safe  in  his  camp,  declin'd  the  profFer'd  war;         20 

Through  woody  paths  he  bent  his  fecret  way. 

And  meant  to  make  Dyrrhachium's  towers  his  prey. 

This  Pompey  faw  ;  and  fwiftly  fhot  before. 

With  fpeedy  marches  on  the  fandy  ihore  : 

Till  on  Taulantian  Petra's  top  he  ftay'd,  25 

Sheltering  the  city  with  his  timely  aid. 

This  place,  nor  walls,  nor  trenches  deep  can  boafl. 

The  works  of  labour,  and  expenfive  coft. 

Vain  prodigality  !  and  labour  vain ! 

Loft  is  the  lavifti  wealth,  and  loft  the  fruitlefs  pain  1  30 

What  walls,  what  towers  foe'er  they  rear  fublime, 

Muft  yield  to  wars,  or  more  deftrudlive  time  ; 

While  fences  like  Dyrrachium's  fortrefs  made. 

Where  nature's  hand  the  fure  foundation  laid. 

And  with  her  ftrength  the  naked  town  array 'd. 

Shall  ftand  fecure  againft  the  warrior's  rage,  36 

Nor  fear  the  ruinous  decays  of  age. 

Guarded,  around,  by  fteepy  rocks  It  lies. 

And  all  accefs  from  land,  but  one,  denies. 
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No  venturous  vefTel  there  in  fafety  rides. 
But  foaming  furges  break,  and  fwelling  tides 
Roll  roaring  on,  and  wafli  the  craggy  lides  : 
Or  when  contentious  winds  more  rudely  blow. 
Then  mounting  o'er  the  topmaft  cliff  they  flow, 
Buril  on  the  lofty  domes,  and  dafh  the  town  below 

Here  Csefar's  daring  heart  valt  hopes  conceives,  46 
And  high  with  war's  vindictive  pleafures  heaves  ; 
Much  he  revolves  within  his  thoughtful  mind. 
How,  in  this  camp,  the  foe  may  be  confin'd. 
With  ample  lines  from  hill  to  hill  defign'd. 
Secret  and  fwift  he  means  the  tafk  to  try,  5 1 

And  runs  each  diftance  over  with  his  eye. 
Vaft  heaps  of  fod  and  verdant  turf  are  brought. 
And  ftones  in  deep  laborious  quarries  wrought; 
Each  Grecian  dwelling  round  the  work  fupplies,    55 
And  fudden  ramparts  from  their  ruins  rife. 
With  wondrous  flrength  the  liable  mound  they  rear 
Such  as  th'  impetuous  ram  can  never  fear^ 
Nor  hoftile  might  o'erturn,  nor  forceful  engine  tear. 
Through  hills,  refiftlefs,  Csefar  plains  his  way,      60 
And  makes  the  rough  unequal  rocks  obey. 
Here  deep,  beneath,  the  gaping  trenches  lie. 
There  forts  advance  their  airy  turrets  high. 
Around  vaft  trails  of  land  the  labours  wind. 
Wide  fields  and  forefts  in  the  circle  bind. 
And  hold  as  in  a  toil  the  favage  kind. 
Nor  ev'n  the  foe  too  ftridly  pent  remains. 
At  large  he  forages  upon  the  plains ; 
Tiie  vaft  inclofure  gives  free  leave  around. 
Oft  to  decamp,  and  Ihift  the  various  ground 
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Here,  from  far  fountains,  dreams  their  channels  trace,  "j 

And,  while  they  wander  through  the  tedious  fpace,  I 

Run  many  a  mile  their  long  extended  race  :  J 

While  fome,  quite  worn  and  weary  of  the  way, 

Sink,  and  are  loft  before  they  reach  the  fea  :  75 

Ev'n  Caefar's  felf,  when  through  the  works  he  goes. 

Tires  in  the  midft,  and  Hops  to  take  repofe. 

Let  fame  no  more  record  the  walls  of  Troy, 

Which  gods  alone  could  build,  and  gods  deflroy  ; 

Nor  let  the  Parthian  wonder,  to  have  feen  80 

The  labours  of  the  Babylonian  queen  : 

Behold  this  large,  this  fpacious  tract  of  ground  I 

Like  that,  which  Tigris  or  Orontes  bound; 

Behold  this  land !  that  majeily  might  bring, 

Aiid  form  a  kingdom  for  an  eailern  king;  85 

Behold  a  Latian  ^chief  this  land  inclofe, 

Amidu  the  tumult  of  impending  foes : 

He  bade  the  walls  arife,  and  as  he  bade  they  rofe. 

But  ah!  vain  pride  of  power !  ah!  fruitlefs  boafl  1 

Ev'n  thefe,  thefe  mighty  labours  are  all  loft  !         9a 

A  force  like  this  what  barriers  could  withftand  ? 

Seas  muft  have  fled,  and  yielded  to  the  land; 

The  lovers  ftiores  united  might  have  ftood. 

Spite  of  the  Hellefpont's  oppofmg  flood;  94, 

While  the  ^Egean  and  Ionian  tide. 

Might  meeting  o'er  the  vanquifli'd  Ifthmus  ride. 

And  Argive  realms  from  Corinth's  walls  divide 

This  power  might  change  unwilling  nature's  face. 

Unfix  eajch  order,  and  remove  each  place. 
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Here,  as  if  clos'd  within  a  lift,  the  war  too 

Does  all  its  valiant  combatants  prepare ; 

Here  ardent  glows  the  blood,  which  fate  ordains 

To  dye  the  Libyan  and  Emathian  plains ; 

Here  the  whole  rage  of  civil  difcord  join'd. 

Struggles  for  room,  and  fcorns  to  be  confin'd.     lo^ 

Nor  yet,  while  Caefar  his  firll  labours  try'dj 
The  warlike  toil  by  Pompey  was  defcry'd. 
So,  in  mid  Sicily's  delightful  plain,  ^ 

Safe  from  the  horrid  found,  the  happy  fwain  > 

Dreads  not  loud  Scylla  barking  o'er  the  main.        3 
So,  northern  Britons  never  hear  the  rolr  1 1 1 

Of  feas,  that  break  on  the  far  Gantian  ihore. 
Soon  as  the  rifing  ramparts  hoftile  height. 
And  towers  advancing,  ftruck  his  anxious  fight. 
Sudden  from  Petra's  fafer  camp  he  led,  1 15 

And  wide  his  legions  on  tlie  hills  difpread ; 
So,  C^efar,  forc'd  his  numbers  to  extend. 
More  feebly  might  each  various  ftrength  defend. 
His  camp  far  o'er  the  large  inclofure  reach'd. 
And  guarded  lines  along  the  front  were  ftretch'd ;   1 20 
Far  as  Rome's  diftance  from  Aricia's  groves, 
(Aricia  which  the  chafte  Diana  loves) 
Far  as  from  Rome  old  Tiber  feeks  the  fea. 
Did  he  not  wander  in  his  winding  way.  124 

While  yet  no  fignals  for  the  fight  prepare,  ^ 

Unbidden,  fome  the  javelin  dart  from  far,  > 

And,  fkirmifhing,  provoke  tlie  lingering  war.         i 
But  deeper  cares  the  thoughtful  chiefs  diflrefs. 
And  move,  the  foldiers  ardour  to  reprefs. 
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Pompey,  with  fecret  anxious  thought,  beheld,      130 

How  trampling  hoofs  the  rifing  grafs  repelPdj 

Wafte  lie  the  rulTet  fields,  the  generous  fteed 

Seeks  on  the  naked  foil,  in  vain,  to  feed  : 

Loathing  from  racks  of  hufky  ftraw  he  turns. 

And,  pining,  for  the  verdant  pafture  mourns.       135 

No  more  his  limbs  their  dying  load  fuHain,  -\ 

Aiming  a  llride,  he  falters  in  the  ftrain,  C 

And  fmks  a  ruin  on  the  withering  plain  :  j 

Dire  maladies  upon  his  vitals  prey, 

DifToIve  his  frame,  and  melt  the  mafs  away.  140 

Thence  deadly  plagues  invade  the  lazy  air. 

Reek  to  the  clouds,  and  hang  malignant  there. 

From  Nefis  fuch,  the  Stygian  vapours  rife. 

And  with  contagion  taint  the  purer  fkies ; 

Such  do  Typhceus'  fteamy  caves  convey,  145 

And  breathe  blue  poifons  on  the  golden  day. 

Thence  liquid  flreams  the  mingling  plague  receive. 

And  deadly  potions  to  the  thirlly  give  : 

To  man  the  mifchief  fpreads,  the  fell  difeafe 

In  fatal  draughts  does  on  his  entrails  feize.  150 

A  rugged  fcurf,  all  loathfome  to  be  feen. 

Spreads,  like  a  bark,  upon  his  filken  fkin ; 

Malignant  flames  his  fwelling  eye-balls  dart. 

And  feem  with  anguifh  from  their  feats  to  ftart ; 

Fires  o'er  his  glowing  cheeks  and  vifage  ftray,     155 

And  mark,  in  crimfon  ftreaks,  their  burning  way  ; 

Low  droops  his  head,  declining  from  its  height. 

And  nods,  and  totters  with  the  fatal  weight. 

With  winged  hade  the  fvvift  deftruftion  flies. 

And  fcarce  the  foldier  fickens  ere  he  dies  j  160 
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Now  falling  crouds  at  once  refign  their  breath. 

And  doubly  taint  the  noxious  air  with  death. 

Carelefs  their  putrid  carcafes  are  fpread ; 

And  on  the  earth,  their  dank  unwholefome  bed, 

The  living  reft  in  common  with  the  dead. 

Here  none  the  laft  funereal  rites  receive  ;  i66 

To  be  caft  forth  the  camp,  is  all  their  friends  can  give. 

At  length  kind  heaven  their  forrows  bade  to  ceafe. 

And  ftaid  the  peftilential  foe's  increafe ; 

Frefh  breezes  from  the  fea  begin  to  rife. 

While  Boreas  through  the  lazy  vapour  flies. 

And  fweeps,  with  healthy  wings,  the  rank  polluted 

(kies. 

Arriving  vefiels  now  their  freight  unload. 
And  furnifh  plenteous  harvefts  from  abroad  :         174 
Now  fprightly  ftrength,  now  cheerful  health,  returns. 
And  life's  fair  lamp,  rekindled,  brightly  burns. 
But  Caefar,  unconfin'd,  and  camp'd  on  high. 
Feels  not  the  mifchief  of  the  fluggifh  fky  : 
On  hills  fublime  he  breathes  the  purer  air. 
And  drinks  no  damps,  nor  poifonous  vapours,  there. 
Yet  hunger  keen  an  equal  plague  is  found  ;  i8l 

Famine  and  meagre  want  befiege  him  round  : 
The  fields,  as  yet,  no  hopes  of  harveft  wear. 
Nor  yellow  ftems  difclofe  the  bearded  ear. 
The  fcatter'd  vulgar  fearch  around  the  fields,       1 85 
And  pluck  whate'er  the  doubtful  herbage  yields  ; 
Some  ftrip  the  trees  in  every  neighbouring  wood. 
And  with  the  cattle  (hare  their  grafly  food. 
Whate'er  the  foftening  flame  can  pliant  make, 
Whate'er  the  teeth,  or  labouring  jaws,  can  break;  190 
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What  flefti,  what  roots,  what  herbs  foe'er  they  get. 

Though  new,  and  ftrange  to  human  tafte  as  yet 

At  once  the  greedy  foldiers  feize  and  eat. 

What  want,  what  pain  foe'er  they  undergo. 

Still  they  perfift  in  arms,  and  clofe  befet  the  foe.  195 

At  length,  impatient  longer  to  be  held 
Within  the  bounds  of  one  appointed  field. 
O'er  every  bar  which  might  his  pallage  flay, 
Pompey  refolves  to  force  his  warlike  way  ; 
Wide  o'er  the  world  the  ranging  war  to  lead,       200 
And  give  his  loofen'd  legions  room  to  fpread. 
Nor  takes  he  mean  advantage  from  the  night. 
Nor  Iteals  a  pafFage,  nor  declines  the  fight ; 
But  bravely  dares,  difdainful  of  the  foe,  204 

Through  the  proud  towers  and  ramparts  breach  to  go. 
Where  fhining  fpears,  and  crelled  helms  are  feen. 
Embattled  thick  to  guard  the  walls  within ; 
Where  all  things  death,  where  ruin  all  afford. 
There  Pompey  marks  a  paffage  for  his  fword.      209 
Near  to  the  camp  a  woody  thicket  lay, 
Clofe  was  the  fhade,  nor  did  the  greenfvvard  way 
With  fmoky  clouds  of  duft,  the  march  betray. 
Hence,  fudden  they  appear  in  dread  array. 
Sudden  their  wide-extended  ranks  difplay  ;  214 

At  once  the  foe  beholds  with  wondering  eyes 
Where  on  broad  wings  Pompeian  eagles  rife ; 
At  once  the  warriors  Ihouts   and  trumpet-founds 

furprife. 
Scarce  was  the  fword's  deflrudlion  needful  here. 
So  fvviftly  ran  before  preventing  fear ; 
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Some  fled  amaz'd,  while  vainly  valiant  fome        220 

Stood,  but  to  meet  in  arms  a  nobler  doom. 

Where-e'er  they  flood,  now  fcatter'd  lie  the  flain. 

Scarce  yet  a  few  for  coming  deaths  remain. 

And  clouds  of  flying  javelins  fall  in  vain. 

Here  fwift  confuming  flames  the  vidlors  throw,     225 

And  here  the  ram  impetuous  aims  a  blow ; 

Aloft  the  nodding  turrets  feel  the  fl:roke. 

And  the  vail  rampart  groans  beneath  the  fhock. 

And  now  propitious  fortune  feem'd  to  doom 

Freedom  and  peace,  to  Pompey,  and  to  Rome;  230 

High  o'er  the  vanquifli'd  works  his  eagles  tower. 

And  vindicate  the  world  from  Csefar's  power. 

But  (what  nor  Ca^far,  nor  his  fortune  cou'd) 
What  not  ten  thoufand  warlike  hands  withftood, 
Scaeva  refifts  alone  ;  repels  the  force,  235 

And  ftops  the  rapid  vidlor  in  his  courfe. 
Scasva  1  a  name  erewhile  to  fame  unknown. 
And  firft  dilUnguifli'd  on  the  Gallic  Rhone ; 
There  feen  in  hardy  deeds  of  arms  to  fliine. 
He  reach'd  the  honours  of  the  Latian  vine.  240 

JDaring  and  bold,  and  ever  prone  to  ill, 
Inur'd  to  blood,  and  aftive  to  fulfil 
The  didates  of  a  lawlefs  tyrant's  will ; 
Nor  virtue's  love,  nor  reafon's  laws  he  knew. 
But,  carelefs  of  the  right,  for  hire  his  fword  he  drew. 
Thus  courage  by  an  impious  caufe  is  curft,  246 

And  he  that  is  the  braveft,  is  the  worft. 
Soon  as  he  faw  his  fellows  fliun  the  fight. 
And  feek  their  fafety  in  ignoble  flight. 
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Whence  does,  he  faid,  this  coward's  terror  grow,  250 

This  Ihame,  unknown  to  Csfar's  arms  till  now  ? 

Can  you,  ye  flavifh  herd,  thus  tamely  yield  ? 

Thus  fly,  unwoundedj  from  the  bloody  field  ? 

Behold,  where  pil'd  in  flaughter'd  heaps  on  high. 

Firm  to  the  laft,  your  brave  companions  lie  ;        255 

Then  blulh  to  think  what  wretched  lives  you  fave. 

From  what  renown  you  fly,  from  what  a  glorious  grave. 

Though  facred  fame,  though  virtue  yield  to  fear. 

Let  rage,  let  indignation,  keep  you  here. 

We  1  we  the  weakeft,  from  the  reft  are  chofe,      260 

To  yield  a  paflage  to  our  fcornful  foes  ! 

Yet,  Pompey,  yet,  thou  flialt  be  yet  withftood. 

And  ftain  thy  vidlor's  laurel  deep  in  blood. 

With  pride  'tis  true,  with  joy  I  fliould  have  dy'd 

If  haply  I  had  fall'n  by  Casfar^s  fide ; 

But  fortune  has  the  noble  death  deny'd. 

Then  Pompey,  thou,  thou  on  my  fame  fliall  wait. 

Do  thou  be  witnefs,  and  applaud  my  fate.  268 

Now  pufli  we  on,  difdain  we  now  to  fear, 

A  thoufand  wounds  let  every  bofom  bear. 

Till  the  keen  fword  be  blunt^  be  broke  the  point 

fpear. 

And  fee  the  clouds  of  dufty  battle  rife  ! 
Hark  how  the  ftiout  runs  rattling  through  the  fkies ! 
The  diftant  legions  catch  the  founds  from  far. 
And  Caefar  liftens  to  the  thundering  war.  27; 

He  comes>  he  comes,  yet  ere  his  foldier  dies. 
Like  lightning  fwift  the  winged  warrior  flies  : 
Hafte  then  to  death,  to  conqueft  hafte  away ; 
Well  do  we  fall,  for  Caefar  wins  the  day. 
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He  fpoke,  and  ftraight,  as  at  the  trumpet ^s  found. 
Rekindled  warmth  in  every  breaft  was  found ;      281 
Recall'd  from  flight,  the  youth  admiring  wait. 
To  mark  their  daring  fellow-foldier's  fate. 
To  fee  if  haply  virtue  might  prevail. 
And,  ev'nbeyond  their  hopes, do  more  than  greatly  fail. 

High  on  the  tottering  wall  he  rears  his  head,    286 
With  flaughter'd  carcafes  around  him  fpread  ; 
With  nervous  arms  uplifting  thefe  he  throws, 
Thefe  rolls  oppreffive,  on  afcending  foes. 
Each  where  materials  for  his  fury  lie,  290 

And  all  the  ready  ruins  arms  fupply : 
Even  his  fierce  felf  he  feems  to  aim  below. 
Headlong  to  Ihoot,  and  dying  dart  a  blow. 
Now  his  tough  ftafF  repels  the  fierce  attack. 
And  tumbling,  drives  the  bold  affailants  back  :     295 
Now  heads,  now  hands  he  lops,  the  carcafe  falls, 
Whilfl:  the  clench'd  fingers  gripe  the  topmoft  walls  : 
Here  Hones  he  heaves ;  the  mafs  defcending  full, 
Crufhes  the  brain,  and  Ihivers  the  frail  fcull.        299 
Here  burning  pitchy  brands  he  whirls  around ; 
InfixM,  the  flames  hifs  in  the  liquid  wound. 
Deep  drench'd  in  death,  in  flowing  crimfon  drown' 

And  now  the  fwelling  heaps  of  flaughter'd  foes. 
Sublime  and  equal  to  the  fortrefs  rofe ; 
Whence,  forward,  with  a  leap,  at  once  he  fprung,  305 
And  fliot  himfelf  amidft  the  hoftile  throng. 
So  daring,  fierce  with  rage,  fo  void  of  fear. 
Bounds  forth  the  fpotted  pard,,and  fcorns  the  hunter'* 
fpear. 
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The  clofing  ranks  the  warrior  flraight  enfold. 
And,  compafs'd  in  their  fteely  circle,  hold.  310 

Undaunted  ftill,  around  the  ring  he  roams. 
Fights  here  and  there,  and  every  where  overcomes ; 
Till,  clogg'd  with  blood,  his  fword  obeys  but  ill 
The  diftates  of  its  vengeful  mailer's  will; 
Edgelefs  it  falls,  and  though  it  pierce  no  more,    3 1  r 
Still  breaks  the  batter'd  bones,  and  bruifes  fore. 
Mean  time,  on  him  the  crouding  war  is  bent. 
And  darts  from  every  hand,  to  him  are  fent : 
It  look'd  as  fortune  did  in  odds  delight. 
And  had  in  cruel  fport  ordain'd  the  fight;  320 

A  wondrous  match  of  war  Ihe  feem'd  to  make. 
Her  thoufands  here,  and  there  her  one  to  ftake  ; 
As  if  on  nightly  terms  in  lifts  they  ran. 
And  armies  were  but  equal  to  the  man. 
A  thoufand  darts  upon  his  buckler  ring,  325 

A  thoufand  javelins  round  his  temples  fmg; 
Hard  bearing  on  his  head,  with  many  a  blow. 
His  fteely  helm  is  inward  taught  to  bow. 
The  miflive  arms,  fix'd  all  around,  he  wears. 
And  ev'n  his  fafety  in  his  wounds  he  bears, 
Fenc'd  with  a  fatal  wood,  a  deadly  grove  of  fpears 
Ceafe,  ye  Pompeian  warriors !  ceafe  the  ftrife. 
Nor,  vainly,  thus  attempt  this  fmgle  life ; 
Your  darts,  your  idle  javelins  caft  afide. 
And  other  arms  for  Scseva's  death  provide  :         335 
The  forceful  rams  refiftlefs  horns  prepare. 
With  all  the  ponderous  vaft  machines  of  war ; 
N  z 
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Let  dreadful  flames,  let  mafTy  rocks  be  thrown. 
With  engines  thunder  on,  and  break  hfm  down. 
And  will  this  Casfar's  foldier,  like  a  town. 
At  length,  liis  fate  difdaining  to  delay,  34.1 

He  hurls  his  fhield's  ncglefted  aid  away, 
Refolves  no  part  whate'er  from  death  to  hide. 
But  ftands  unguarded  now  on  every  fide. 
Incumber'd  fore  with  many  a  painful  wound,        345 
Tardy  and  llifF  he  treads  the  hoflile  round  ; 
Cjloomy  and  fierce  his  eyes  the  croud  furvey, 
Mark  where  to  fix,  and  fingle  out  the  prey. 
Such,  by  Getulian  hunters  compafs'd  in. 
The  vaft  unwieldy  elephant  is  feen  :  3^0 

All  cover'd  with  a  fleely  fhower  from  far, 
Rouzing  he  fliakes,  and  fheds  the  fcatter'd  war; 
In  vain  the  diftant  troops  the  fight  renew. 
And  with  frefh  rage  the  ftubborn  foe  purfue ; 
Unconqucr'd  rtill  the  mighty  favagc  Hands,  355 

And  fcorns  the  malice  of  a  thoufand  hands. 
Not  all  the  wounds  a  thoufand  darts  can  make. 
Though  all  find  place,  a  fingle  life  can  take. 
When  lo  !  addreft  with  fome  fuccefsful  vow, 
A  fliaft,  furc  flying  from  a  Cretan  bow,  360 

Beneath  the  warrior's  brow  was  feen  to  light. 
And  funk,  deep  piercing  the  left  orb  of  fight. 
But  he  (fo  rage  infpir'd,  and  mad  difdain) 
Remorfelefs  fell,  and  fenfelefs  of  the  pain,  364 

Tore  forth  the  bearded  arrow  from  the  wound. 
With  flringy  nerves  bcfmcar'd  and  wrapp'd  aroundj 
And  llamp'd  the  gory  jelly  on  the  ground. 
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So  in  Pannonian  woods  the  growling  bear. 
Transfixed,  grows  fiercer  for  the  hunter's  fpear. 
Turns  on  her  wound,  runs  madding  round  with  pain^ 
And  catches  at  the  flying  (haft  in  vain.  371 

Down  from  his  eyelefs  hollow  ran  the  blood. 
And  hideous  o'er  his  mangled  vifage  flow'd; 
Deform'd  each  awful,  each  feverer  grace. 
And  veil'd  the  manly  terrors  of  his  face.  375 

The  vidors  raife  their  joyful  voices  high. 
And  with  loud  triumph  ftril:e  the  vaulted  iky  ; 
Not  Csefar  thus  a  general  joy  had  fpread. 
Though  Caefar's  fclf  like  Scsva  thus  had  bled.     379 
Anxious,  the  wounded  foldier,  in  his  breaft,  1 

The  rifing  indignation  deep  repreft,  r 

And  thus,  in  humble  vein  his  haughty  foes  addreft:  J 
Here  let  your  rage,  ye  Romans,  ccafe,  he  faid. 
And  lend  your  fellow-citizen  your  aidj  384 

No  more  your  darts  nor  ufelefs  javelins  try, 
Thefe,  which  I  bear,  will  deaths  enow  fupply. 
Draw  forth  your  weapons,  and  behold  I  die. 
Or  rather  bear  me  hence,  and  let  me  meet 
My  doom  beneath  the  mighty  Pompey's  feet :      389 
*Twere  great,  'twere  brave,  to  fall  in  arms,  'tis  true. 
But  I  renounce  that  glorious  fate  for  you. 
Fain  would  I  yet  prolong  this  vital  breath. 
And  quit  ev'n  Caefar,  fo  I  fly  from  death. 
The"  wretched  Aulus  liften'd  to  the  wile. 
Intent  and  greedy  of  the  future  fpoil ;  395 

Advancing  fondly  on,  with  heedlefs  eafe. 
He  thought  the  captive  and  his  arms  to  feizc, 
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When,  ere  he  was  aware,  his  thundering  fword 
Deep  in  his  throat  the  ready  Scseva  gor'd.  399 

Warm'd  with  the  flaughter,  with  frefh  rage  he  burns. 
And  vigour  with  the  new  fuccefs  returns. 
So  may  they  fall  (he  faid)  by  juft  deceit. 
Such  be  their  fate,  fuch  as  this  fool  has  met. 
Who  dare  believe  that  I  am  vanquilh'd  yet ! 
If  you  would  flop  the  vengeance  of  my  fword,  *^ 
From  Caefar's  mercy  be  your  peace  implor'd,  > 

There  let  your  leader  kneel,  and  humbly  own  hislord .  J 
Me  !  could  you  meanly  dare  to  fancy  me 
Bafe,  like  yourfelves,  and  fond  of  life  to  be  !       409 
JBut  know,  not  all  the  names  which  grace  your  caufe. 
Your  reverend  fenate,  and  your  boafted  laws. 
Not  Pompey's  felf,  not  all  for  which  you  fear. 
Were  e'er  to  you,  like  death  to  Scaeva,  dear. 
Thus  while  he  fpoke,  a  rifmg  dull  betray 'd 
Caefarian  legions  marching  to  his  aid.  41^ 

Now  Pompey's  troops  with  prudence  feem  to  yield. 
And  to  increafmg  numbers  quit  the  field ; 
Diffembling  fhame,  they  hide  their  foul  defeat. 
Nor  vanquiih'd  by  a  fmgle  arm  retreat. 
Then  fell  the  warrior,  for  till  then  he  flood ;        42O 
His  manly  mind  fupply'd  the  want  of  blood. 
It  feem'd  as  rage  had  kindled  life  anew. 
And  courage  to  oppofe,  from  oppofition  grew. 
But  now,  when  none  were  left  him  to  repel. 
Fainting  for  want  of  foes,  the  viftor  fell.  425 

Straight  with  officious  hafte  his  friends  draw  near. 
And,  raifmg,  joy  the  noble  load  to  bear  ; 
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To  reverence  and  religious  awe  inclin'd. 

Admiring,  they  adore  his  mighty  mind. 

That  god  within  his  mangled  breafl:  inflirin'd. 

The  wounding  weapons,  ftain'd  with  Scaeva's  blood. 

Like  facred  relics  to  the  gods  are  vow'd  : 

Forth  are  they  drawn  from  every  part  with  care. 

And  kept  to  drefs  the  naked  God  of  War. 

Oh  !  happy  foldier,  had  thy  worth  been  try'd,     435 

In  pious  daring,  on  thy  country's  fide  ! 

Oh  !  had  thy  fword  Iberian  battles  known. 

Or  purple  with  Cantabrian  llaughter  grown  ; 

How  had  thy  name  in  deathlefs  annals  Ihone  ! 

But  now  no  Roman  P^ean  Ihalt  thou  ling,  440 

Nor  peaceful  triumphs  to  thy  country  bring. 

Nor  loudly  bleft  in  folemn  pomp  flialt  move. 

Through  crouding  ftreets,  to  Capitolian  Jove, 

The  laws  defender,  and  the  people's  love: 

Oh,  haplefs  viftor  thou  !  oh,  vainly  brave  1  445 

How  haft  thou  fought,  to  make  thyfelf  a  flave  ! 

Nor  Pompey,  thus  repuls'd,  the  fight  declines. 
Nor  refts  encompafs'd  round  by  Caefar's  lines; 
Once  more  he  means  to  force  his  warlike  way. 
And  yet  retrieve  the  fortune  of  the  day.  450 

So  when  fierce  winds  with  angry  ocean  ft  rive. 
Full  on  the  beach  the  beating  billows  drive  ; 
Stable  a  while  the  lofty  mounds  abide. 
Check  the  proud  furge,  and  ftay  the  fwelling  tide  : 
Yet  refllefs  ftill  the  waves  unweary'd  roll,  455 

Work  underneath  at  length,  and  fap  the  finking  mole. 
With  force  renew'd  the  baffled  warrior  bends. 
Where  to  the  fhore  the  jutting  wall  extends  ; 
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There  proves,  by  land  and  Tea,  his  various  might,  ; 

And  wins  his  paffage  by  the  double  fight.  46Q 

Wide  o'er  the  plains  difFus'd  his  legions  range. 

And  their  clofe  can^p  for  freer  fields  exchange. 

So,  rais'd  by  melting  llreams  of  Alpine  fnosv. 

Beyond  his  utmofl:  margin  fvvells  the  Po, 

And  loofely  lets  the  fpreading  deluge  flow : 

Where-e'er  the  weaker  banks  oppreft  retreat,      466 

And  fmk  beneath  the  heapy  waters  weight. 

Forth  gufhing  at  the  breach,  they  burfl  their  way. 

And  walteful  o'er  the  drowned  country  flray  : 

Far  diftant  fields  and  meads  they  wander  o'er,      470 

And  vifit  lands  they  never  knew  before  ; 

Here,  from  its  feat  the  mouldering  earth  is  torn. 

And  by  the  flood  to  other  mailers  borne  ; 

While  gathering,  there,  it  heaps  the  growing  foil. 

And  loads  the  peafant  with  his  neighbour's  fpoil.  475 

Soon  as  afcending  high,  a  rifing  flame. 
To  Caefar's  fight,  the  combat's  fignal  came. 
Swift  to  the  place  approaching  near,  he  found        ^ 
The  ruins  fcatter'd  by  the  vidlor  round,  > 

And  his  proud  labours  humbled  to  the  ground.        J 
Thence  to  the  hoftile  camp  his  eyes  he  turns,  7 

Where  for  their  peace,  and  flcep  fecure,  he  mourns,  r 
With  rancorous  defpite,  and  envious  anguifli,  burns.  J 
At  length  refolv'd  (fo  rage  infpir'd  his  breaft) 
He  means  to  break  the  happy  vigor's  reft ;  485 

Once  more  to  kindle  up  the  fatal  ftrife. 
And  dafli  their  joys  with  hazard  of  his  life. 
Straight  to  Torquatus  fierce  he  bends  his  way, 
(Torquatus  near  a  neighbouring  caftle  lay) 
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But  he,  by  prudent  caution  taught  to  yield,  490 

Trufts  to  his  walls,  and  quits  the  open  field; 
There,  fafe  within  hiinfelf,  he  Hands  his  ground. 
And  lines  the  guarded  ramparts  ftrongly  round. 
So  when  the  feamen  from  afar  defcry  J 

The  clouds  grow  black  upon  the  lowering  Iky,         > 
Hear  the  winds  roar,  and  mark  the  feas  run  high,    j 
They  furl  the  fluttering  flieet  with  timely  care. 
And  wifely  for  the  coming  ftorm  prepare. 
But  now  the  viftor,  with  refiftlefs  hafte. 
Proud  o'er  the  ramparts  of  the  fort  had  part  ;       500 
When  fwift  defcending  from  the  riiing  grounds, 
Pompey  with  lengthening  files  the  foe  furrounds. 
As  when  in  Etna's  hollow  caves  below. 
Round  the  vail:  furnace  kindhng  whirlwinds  blow ; 
Rouz'd  in  his  baleful  bower  the  giant  roars,  505 

And  with  a  burft  the  burning  deluge  pours  ; 
Then  pale  with  horror  (hrieks  the  fhuddering  fwain. 
To  fee  the  fiery  ruin  fpread  the  plain. 
Nor  with  lefs  horror  C^efar's  bands  behold 
Huge  hoftile  dufty  clouds  their  rear  infold  ;  510 

Unknowing  whom  to  meet,  or  whom  to  Ihun, 
Blind  with  their  fear,  full  on  their  fates  they  run. 
Well,  on  that  day,  the  world  repofe  had  gain'd. 
And  bold  rebellion's  blood  had  all  been  drain' 
Had  not  the  pious  chief  the  rage  of  war  reibain' 
Oh,  Rome,  how  free,  how  happy  hadft  thou  been  ! 
Thy  own  great  miftrefs,  and  the  nations  queen  1 
Had  Sylla,  then,  thy  great  avenger  flood. 
And  dy'd  his  thirlly  fword  in  traitors  blood. 
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But,  oh !  for  ever  Ihalt  thou  now  bemoan 

The  two  extremes,  by  which  thou  wert  undone. 

The  ruthlefs  father,  and  too  tender  fon. 

With  fatal  pity,  Pompey,  haft  thou  fparM, 

And  given  the  blackeft  crime  the  beft  reward  : 

How  had  that  one,  one  happy  day,  withheld       525 

The  blood  of  Utica,  and  Munda's  field  ! 

The  Pharian  Nile  had  known  no  crime  more  great 

Than  fome  vile  Ptolemy's  untimely  fate; 

Nor  Afric,  then,  nor  Juba,  had  bemoan'd. 

Nor  Scipio's  blood  the  Punic  ghofts  aton'd;         530 

Cato  had,  for  his  country's  good,  furviv'd. 

And  long  in  peace  a  hoary  patriot  liv'd ; 

Rome  had  not  worn  a  tyrant's  hated  chain. 

And  Fate  had  undecreed  Pharfalia's  plain. 

But  Caefar,  weary  of  th'  unlucky  land,  53^ 

Swift  to  ^mathia  leads  his  Ihatter'd  band ; 
Wliile  Pompey's  wary  friends,  with  caution  wife. 
To  quit  the  baffled  foe's  purfuit  advife. 
To  Italy  they  point  his  open  way. 
And  bid  him  make  the  willing  land  his  prey.        540 
Oh  1  never  (he  replies)   (hall  Pompey  come. 
Like  Casfar  arm'd,  and  terrible  to  Rome; 
Nor  need  I  from  thofc  facred  walls  have  fled. 
Could  I  have  borne  our  ftreets  with  flaughter  re 
And  fcen  the  Forum  pil'd  with  heaps  of  dead. 
Much  rather  let  me  pine  in  Scythia's  froft;  546 

Or  burn  on  fwarthy  Libya's  fultry  coaft  ; 
No  clime,  no  diftant  region,  is  too  far. 
Where  1  can  banifli,  with  me,  fatal  war. 


ed,  I 


LUCAN*s   PHARSALIA,   Book  VI.         187 

I  fled,  to  bid  my  country's  forrows  ceafe  ;  550 

And  ftiall  my  vidories  invade  her  peace  ? 
Let  her  but  fafe  and  free  from  arms  remain. 
And  Caefar  ftill  Ihall  think  fhe  wears  his  chain. 

He  fpoke,  and  eaftward  fought  the  foreft  wide. 
That  rifmg  clothes  Candavia's  Ihady  fide  ;  555 

Thence  to  -^mathia  took  his  deftin'd  way, 
Referv'd  by  fate  for  the  deciding  day. 

Where  Eurus  blows,  and  wintry  funs  arife, 
Theffalia's  boundary  proud  OiTa  lies  ; 
But  when  the  god  protrafts  the  longer  day,  560 

Pelion's  broad  back  receives  the  dawning  ray. 
Where  through  the  Lion's  fiery  fign  he  flies, 
Othrys  his  leafy  groves  for  fliades  fupplies. 
On  Pindus  ftrikes  the  fady  weftern  light. 
When  glittering  Vefper  leads  the  ftarry  night.      56^ 
Northward,  Olympus  hides  the  lamps,  that  roll 
Their  paler  fires  around  the  frozen  pole. 
The  middle  fpace,  a  valley  low  deprefs'd. 
Once  a  wide,  lazy,  fl:anding  lake  poflTefs'd  ; 
While  growing  ftill  the  heapy  waters  flood,  570 

Nor  down  through  Tempe  ran  the  rufliing  flood  : 
But  when  Alcides  to  the  tafk  apply'd. 
And  cleft  a  pafl"age  through  the  mountains  wide  ; 
Gufliing  at  once  the  thundering  torrent  flow'd. 
While  Nereus  groan'd  beneath th'increafing  load.  575 
Then  rofe  (oh,  that  it  ftill  a  lake  had  lain !)  ^ 

Above  the  waves  Pharfalia's  fatal  plain,  S 

Once  fubjeft  to  the  great  Achilles'  reign.  J 

Then  Phylace  was  built,  whofe  warriors  boaft 
Their  chief  firft  landed  on  the  Trojan  coaft ;        5  80 
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Then  Pteleos  ran  her  circling  wall  around. 

And  Dorion,  for  the  Mufes'  wrath  renown'd  : 

Then  Trachin  high,  and  Meliboea  ftood. 

Where  Hercules  his  fatal  fhafts  beftow'd ; 

LarilTa  ftrong  arofe,  and  Argos,  now  585 

A  plain,  fubmittcd  to  the  labouring  plow. 

Here  ftood  the  town,  if  there  be  truth  in  fame. 

That  from  Boeotian  Thebes  receiv'd  its  name. 

Here  fad  Agave's  wandering  fenfe  return'd. 

Here  for  her  murder'd  fon  the  mother  mourn'd;  590 

With  ftreaming  tears  fhe  wafii'd  his  ghaftly  head. 

And  on  the  funeral  pile  the  precious  relick  laid. 

The  guihing  waters  various  foon  divide. 
And  every  river  rules  a  feparate  tide  ; 
The  narrow  JEd.s  runs  a  limpid  flood,  595 

Evenos  blufhes  with  the  Centaur's  blood  ; 
That  gently  mingles  with  th'  Ionian  fea. 
While  this,  through  Calydonia,  cuts  his  way. 
Slowly  fair  lo's  aged  father  falls. 
And  in  hoarf;;  murmurs  his  loft  daughter  calls.     600 
Thick  Achcloiis  rolls  his  troubled  waves. 
And  heavily  the  neighbour  ifles  he  laves ; 
While  pure  Amphryfus  winds  along  the  mead. 
Where  Pha'bus  once  was  wont  his  flocks  to  feed  : 
Oft  on  the  banks  he  fat  a  fliepherd  fwain,  605 

And  watch'd  his  charge  upon  the  grafly  plain. 
Swift  to  the  main  his  courfe  Sperchios  bends. 
And,  founding,  to  the  Malian  gulph  defcends. 
No  breezy  air  near  calm  Anauros  flies. 
No  dewy  mills,  nor  fleecy  clouds  arife.  610 
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Here  Phoenix,  Melas,  and  Afopus  run. 

And  ftrong  Apidanus  drives  flow  Enipeus  on. 

A  thoufand  little  brooks,  unknown  to  fame. 

Are  mix'd,  and  loft  in  Peneus'  nobler  name  : 

Bold  Titarefus  fcoms  his  rule,  alone,  6 1 5 

And,  join'd  to  Peneus,  ftill  himfelf  is  known  : 

As  o'er  the  land  his  haughty  waters  glide. 

And  roll,  unmingling,  a  fuperior  tide. 

'T  is  faid,  through  fecret  channels  winding  forth. 

Deep  as  from  Styx  he  takes  his  hallow'd  birth :   620 

Thence,  proud  to  be  rever'd  by  gods  on  high. 

He  fcorns  to  mingle  with  a  mean  ally. 

When  rifing  grounds  uprear'd  at  length  their  heads. 
And  rivers  fhrunk  within  their  oozy  beds  ; 
Bebrycians  firft  are  faid,  with  early  care,  625 

In  furrows  deep  to  fmk  the  fhining  fliare. 
The  Lelegians  next,  with  equal  toil. 
And  Dolopes,  invade  the  mellow  foil. 
To  thefe  the  bold  ^olidas  fucceed, 
Magnetes,  taught  to  rein  the  fiery  fteed. 
And  Minyai,  to  explore  the  deep,  decreed. 
Here  pregnant  by  Ixion's  bold  embrace. 
The  mother  Cloud  difclos'd  the  Centaurs*  race: 
In  Pelethronian  caves  flie  brought  them  forth. 
And  fill'd  the  land  with  many  a  monftrous  birth.  6^^ 
Here  dreadful  Monychus  firft  faw  the  light. 
And  prov'd  on  Pholoe's  rending  rocks  his  might ; 
Here  talleft  trees  uprooting  Rhcecus  bore. 
Which  baffled  ftorms  had  try'd  in  vain  before. 
Here  Pholus,  of  a  gentler  human  breaft,  640 

Received  the  great  Alcides  for  his  guett. 
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Here,  with  brute-fury,  luftful  Ncflus  try*d 
To  violate  the  hero's  beauteous  bride, 
'T  is  juflly  by  the  fatal  fhaft  he  dy'd. 
This  parent  land  the  pious  leach  confeft,  645 

Chiron,  of  all  the  double  race  the  bell : 
*Midft  golden  ftars  he  Hands  refulgent  now. 
And  threats  the  Scorpion  with  his  bended  bow. 
Here  love  of  arms  and  battle  reign'd  of  old. 
And  form'd  the  firft  ThefTalians  fierce  and  bold:  650 
Here,  from  rude  rocks,  at  Neptune's  potent  flroke. 
Omen  of  war,  the  neighing  courfer  broke ; 
Here,  taught  by  fkilful  riders  to  fubmit. 
He  champ'd  indignant  on  the  foamy  bit.  654 

From  fair  Theflalia's  Pegafaean  Ihore, 
The  firll  bold  pine  the  daring  warriors  bore. 
And  taught  the  fons  of  earth  wide  oceans  to  explore 
Here,  when  Itonus  held  the  regal  feat. 
The  ftubborn  fteel  he  firft  fubdu'd  with  heat. 
And  the  tough  bars  on  founding  anvils  beat : 
In  furnaces  he  ran  the  liquid  brafs,  66 

And  caft  in  curious  works  the  molten  mafs. 
He  taught  the  ruder  artifl  to  refine, 
Explor'd  the  filver  and  the  golden  mine. 
And  ftamp'd  the  coftly  metal  into  coin. 
From  that  old  xra  avarice  was  known,  666 

Then  all  the  deadly  feeds  of  war  was  fown  ; 
Wide  o'er  the  world,  by  tale,  the  mifchief  ran. 
And  thofe  curfl  pieces  were  the  bane  of  man. 
Huge  Python,  here,  in  many  a  fcaly  fold,  670 

To  Cyrrha's  cave  a  length  enormous  roU'd : 
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Hence,  Pythian  games  the  hardy  Greeks  renown. 

And  laurel  wreaths  the  joyful  viftor  crown. 

Here  proud  Alseus  durll  the  gods  defy. 

And  taught  his  impious  brood  to  fcale  the  fky  :    6-/^ 

While  mountains  pil'd  on  mountains  interfere 

With  heaven's  bright  orbs,  and  Hop  the  circling  fphere. 

To  this  curft  land,  by  Fate's  appointed  doom. 
With  one  confent  the  warring  leaders  come  ; 
Their  camps  are  fix'd,  and  now  the  vulgar  fear,  680 
To  fee  the  terrible  event  fo  near. 
A  few,  and  but  a  few,  with  fouls  ferene. 
Wait  the  difclofmg  of  the  dubious  fcene. 
But  Sextus,  mix'd  among  the  vulgar  herd. 
Like  them  was  anxious,  and  unmanly  fear'd:      685 
A  youth  unworthy  of  the  hero's  race. 
And  born  to  be  his  nobler  fire's  difgrace. 

A  day  fhall  come,  when  this  inglorious  fon 
Shall  ftain  the  trophies  all  by  Pompey  won : 
A  thief,  and  fpoiler,  fhall  he  live  confefs'd,         690 
And  adl  thofe  wrongs  his  father's  arm  redrefs'd. 
Vex'd  with  a  coward's  fond  impatience  now. 
He  pries  into  that  fate  he  fears  to  know  ; 
Nor  feeks  he,  with  religious  vows,  to  move 
The  Delphic  Tripod,  or  Dodonian  Jove ;  695 

No  prieftly  Augur's  arts  employ  his  cares. 
Nor  Babylonian  feers,  who  read  the  liars ; 
He  nor  by  fibres,  birds,  or  lightning's  fires. 
Nor  any  juft,  though  fecret,  rites  inquires; 
But  horrid  altars,  and  infernal  powers. 
Dire  myfteries  of  magic  he  explores. 
Such  as  high  heaven  and  gracious  Jove  abhors 
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He  thinks,  'tis  little  thofe  above  can  know. 
And  feeks  accurft  affiilance  from  below. 
The  place  itfelf  the  impious  means  fupplies,         705 
While  near  Hcemonian  hags  incamp'd  he  lies  : 
All  dreadful  deeds,  all  monftrous  forms  of  old. 
By  fear  invented,  and  by  falfehood  told, 
Whate'er  tranfcends  belief,  and  reafon's  view. 
Their  art  can  furnilh,  and  their  power  makes  true. 7 10 

The  pregnant  fields  a  horrid  crop  produce> 
Noxious,  and  fit  for  witchcraft's  deadly  ufe  : 
"With  baleful  weeds  each  mountain's  brow  is  hung. 
And  liftening  rocks  attend  the  charmer's  fong. 
There,  potent  and  myrterious  plants  arife,  715 

Plants  that  compel  the  gods,  and  awe  the  ikies ; 
There,  leaves  unfolded  to  Medea's  view. 
Such  as  her  native  Colchos  never  knew. 
Soon  as  the  dread  Hzemonian  voice  afcends. 
Through  the  whole  vail  expanfe,  each  power  attends ; 
Ev'n  all  thofe  fullen  deities,  who  know  721 

No  care  of  heaven  above,  or  earth  below. 
Hear  and  obey.     Th'  Aflyrian  then,  in  vain. 
And  Memphian  priefts,  their  local  gods  detain  ; 
From  every  altar  loofe  at  once  they  fly,  725 

And  with  the  ftronger  foreign  call  comply. 

The  coldeft  hearts  ThefTalian  numbers  warm. 
And  ruthlefs  bofoms  own  the  potent  charm ; 
With  monftrous  power  they  rouze  perverfe  defire. 
And  kindle  into  lull  the  wintry  fire :  730 

Where  noxious  cups,  and  poifonous  philtres  fail. 
More  potent  fpells  and  myftic  vcrfe  prevail. 
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No  draughts  fo  ftrong  the  knots  of  love  prepare, 

Cropt  from  her  younglings  by  the  parent  mare. 

Oft,  fullen  bridegrooms,  who  unkindly  fled         735 

From  blooming  beauty,  and  the  genial  bed. 

Melt,  as  the  thread  runs  on,  and  fighing,  feel 

The  giddy  whirling  of  the  magic  wheel. 

Whene'er  the  proud  enchantrefs  gives  command. 

Eternal  motion  Hops  her  adlive  hand;  740 

No  more  heaven's  rapid  circles  journey  on. 

But  univerfal  nature  Hands  foredone  : 

The  lazy  god  of  day  forgets  to  rife. 

And  everlafting  night  pollutes  the  fkies. 

Jove  wonders,  to  behold  her  fhake  the  pole,        745 

And,  unconfenting,  hears  his  thunders  roll. 

Now,  with  a  word,  flie  hides  the  fun's  bright  face. 

And  blots  the  wide  ^ethereal  azure  fpace ; 

Loofely,  anon,  Ihe  fhakes  her  flowing  hair. 

And  ftraight  the  ftormy  lowering  heavens  are  fair  1750 

At  once,  (he  calls  the  golden  light  again. 

The  clouds  fly  fwift  away,  and  (lops  the  drizly  rain. 

In  iHlleft  calms,  ihe  bids  the  waves  run  high. 

And  fmooths  the  deep,  though  Boreas  fliakes  the  fky ; 

When  winds  are  hulli'd,  her  potent  breath  prevails,  755 

Wafts  on  the  bark,  and  fills  the  flagging  fails. 

Streams  have  run  back  at  murmurs  of  her  tongue. 

And  torrents  from  the  rock  fufpended  hung. 

No  more  the  Nile  his  wonted  feafons  knows. 

And  in  a  line  the  Ilraight  Maeander  flows.  760 

Arar  has  rufli'd  with  headlong  waters  down. 

And  driven  unwillingly  the  fluggifh  Rhone, 
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Huge  mountains  haive  beeftlevel'd  witk  the- plain. 

And  far  from  heaven  has  tall  Olympus  lain* 

Riphaean  cryllal  has  been  known  to  melt,  765 

And  Scythian  fnows  a  fudden  fummer  felt. 

No  longer  preil  by  Cynthia's  moiller  beam> 

Alternate  Tethys  heaves  her  fvvelling  llreami 

By  charms  forbid,  her  tides  revolve  no  more. 

But  Ihun  the  margin  of  the  guarded  fhore.  yjo 

The  ponderous  earth,  by  magic  numbers  ftruck, 

Down  to  her  inmoft  centre  deep  has  fhook; 

Then  rending  with  a  yawn,  at  once  made  way. 

To  join  the  upper,  and  the  nether  day  ; 

While  wondering  eyes,  the  dreadful  cleft  between,  775 

ilsnothcr  ftarry  firmament  have  feen. 

Each  deadly  ki^d,  by  nature  form'd  to  kill. 

Fear  the  dire  hags,  and  execute  their  will. 

Lions,  toth«m,.  tlieir  nobler  rage  fubmit. 

And  fawning  tigers-  couch  beneath  their  feet ;       780 

For  them,  the  fnuke  foregoes  her  wintery  hold. 

And  on  the  hoary  froil  untwines  her  fold  : 

The  poifonous  race  they  ftrike  with  ftronger  death. 

And  blalled  vipers  die  by  human  breath. 

What  law  the  heavenly  natures  thus  conftrains,  785 
And  binds  ev'n  godheads  in  refiltlefs  chains  ? 
What  wondrous  pov/er  do  charms  and  herbs  imply, 
And  force  them  thus  to  follow,  and  to  fly  ? 
What  is  it  can  command  them  to  obey  ? 
Dees  choice  incline,  or  awful  terror  fwa}'  ?  700 

Do  fccret  rites  their  deities  atone. 
Or  mylVic  piety  to  man  unknown  ? 
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Do  ftrong  enchantments  all  immortals  brave  ? 

Or  is  there  one  determined  god  their  Have  ?  ygi, 

One,  whofe  command  obedient  nature  awes. 

Who,  fubjedl  ftill  himfelf  to  magic  laws, 

A6ls  only  as  a  fervile  fecond  caufe  ? 

Magic  the  Harry  lamps  from  heaven  can  tear. 

And  ihoot  them  gleaming  through  the  duiky  air ; 

Can  blot  fair  Cynthia's  countenance  ferene,         800 

And  poifon  with  foul  fpells  the  filver  queen  : 

Now  pale  the  ghaftly  goddefs  fhrinks  with  dread. 

And  now  black  fmoky  fires  involve  her  head; 

As  when  earth's  envious  interpofmg  fliade 

Cuts  off  her  beamy  brother  from  her  aid ;  805 

Held  by  the  charming  fong,  fhe  ftrives  in  vain. 

And  labours  with  the  long  purfuing  pain  ; 

Till  down,  and  downward  Hill,  compell'd  to  come. 

On  hallow'd  herbs  Ihe  fheds  her  fatal  foam.  809 

But  thefe,  as  arts  too  gentle,  and  too  good. 
Nor  yet  with  death,  or  guilt  enough  embruedj 
With  haughty  fcorn  the  fierce  Ericlho  view'd. 
New  mifchief  Ihe,  new  monfters  durll  explore. 
And  dealt  in  horrors  never  known  before. 
From  towns  and  hofpitable  roofs  flie  flies,  815 

And  every  dwelling  of  mankind  defies ; 
Through  unfrequented  deferts  lonely  roams. 
Drives  out  the  dead,  and  dwells  within  their  tombs. 
Spite  of  all  laws,  which  heaven  or  nature  know. 
The  rule  of  gods  above,  and  man  below  ;  S20 

Grateful  to  hell  the  living  hag  defcends. 
And  fits  in  black  affemblies  of  the  fiends. 
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Dark  matted  elf-locks  dangling  on  her  brow. 
Filthy,  and  foul,  a  loathfome  burden  grow ; 
Ghaftly,  and  frightful-pale  her  face  is  feen,         825 
Unknown  to  chearful  day,  and  fkies  ferene  : 
But  when  the  ftars  are  veil'd,  when  ftorms  arife. 
And  the  blue  forky  flame  at  midnight  flies. 
Then,  forth  from  graves,  (he  takes  her  wicked  way. 
And  thwarts  the  glancing  lightnings  as  they  play.  830 
Where-e'er  flie  breathes,  blue  poifons  round  her 

fpread. 
The  withering  grafs  avows  her  fatal  tread. 
And  drooping  Ceres  hangs  her  blafted  head. 
Nor  holy  rites,  nor  fuppliant  prayer  flie  knows. 
Nor  feeks  the  gods  with  facrifice,  or  vows :  835 

Whate'er  flie  offers  is  the  fpoil  of  urns. 
And  funeral  fire  upon  her  altars  burns ; 
Nor  needs  flie  fend  a  fecond  voice  on  high, 
Scar'd  at  the  firfl:,  the  trembling  gods  comply. 

Oft  in  the  grave  the  living  has  flie  laid,  840 

And  bid  reviving  bodies  leave  the  dead  : 
Oft  at  the  funeral  pile  flie  feeks  her  prey. 
And  bears  the  fmoking  aflies  warm  away ; 
Snatches  fome  burning  bone,  or  flaming  brand. 
And  tears  the  torch  from  the  fad  father's  hand  ;  849 
Seizes  the  fliroud's  loofe  fragments  as  they  fly. 
And  picks  the  coal  where  clammy  juices  fry. 
But  when  the  dead  in  marble  tombs  are  plac'd. 
Where  the  moifl:  carcafe  by  degrees  fliall  wafte. 
There,  greedily  on  every  part  flie  flies,  850 

Strips  tiie  dry  nails,  and  digs  the  gory  eyes. 
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Her  teeth  from  gibbets  gnaw  the  ftrangling  noofe. 
And  from  the  crofs  dead  murderers  unloofe : 
Her  charms  the  ufe  of  fun-dry'd  marrow  find. 
And  hufky  entrails  wither'd  in  the  wind;  855 

Oft  drops  the  ropy  gore  upon  her  tongue. 
With  cordy  fmews  oft  her  jaws  are  flrung. 
And  thus  fufpended  oft  the  filthy  hag  has  hung. 
Where-e'er  the  battle  bleeds,  and  llaughter  lies. 
Thither,  preventing  birds  and  beafts,  {he  hies ;    860 
Nor  then  content  to  feize  the  ready  prey. 
From  their  fell  jaws  fhe  tears  their  food  away : 
She  marks  the  hungry  wolf's  pernicious  tooth. 
And  joys  to  rend  the  morfel  from  his  mouth. 
Nor  ever  yet  remorfe  could  Hop  her  hand,  865 

When  human  gore  her  curfed  rites  demando 
Whether  fome  tender  infant,  yet  unborn. 
From  the  lamenting  mother's  fide  is  torn ; 
Whether  her  purpofe  afks  fome  bolder  fhade. 
And  by  her  knife,  the  ghoft  Ihe  wants,  is  made ; 
Or  whether,  curious  in  the  choice  of  blood. 
She  catches  the  firft  gufhing  of  the  flood ; 
All  mifchief  is  of  ufe,  and  every  murder  good. 
When  blooming  youths  in  early  manhood  die. 
She  ftands  a  terrible  attendant  by  ;  875 

The  downy  growth  from  off  their  cheeks  {he  tears. 
Or  cuts  left-handed  fome  feleded  hairs. 
Oft  when  in  death  her  gafping  kindred  lay. 
Some  pious  office  would  fhe  feign  to  pay ; 
And  while  clofe  hovering  o'er  the  bed  fhe  hung,  886 
Bit  the  pale  lips,  and  cropt  the  quivering  tongue  i 
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Then,  in  hoarfe  murmurs,  ere  the  ghoft  could  go, 
Mutter'd  fome  meflage  to  the  (hades  below. 

A  fame  like  this  around  the  region  fpread. 
To  prove  her  power,  the  younger  Pompey  kd.  885 
Now  half  her  fable  courfe  the  night  had  run. 
And  low  beneath  us  roll'd  the  beamy  fun ; 
When  the  vile  youth  in  iilence  crofs'd  the  plain. 
Attended  by  his  wonted  worthlefs  train. 
Through  ruins  wafte  and  old,  long  wandering  round. 
Lonely  upon  a  rock,  tlie  hag  they  found.  891 

There,  as  it  chanc'd,  in  fullen  mood  ihe  fate. 
Pondering  upon  the  war's  approaching  fate : 
At  that  fame  hour,  fhe  ran  new  numbers  o'er. 
And  fpells  unheard  by  hell  itfelf  before ;  895 

Fearful,  left  wavering  deiliny  might  caange. 
And  bid  the  war  in  diftant  regions  range. 
She  charm'd  Pharfalia's  field  with  early  care. 
To  keep  the  warriors  and  the  (laughter  there. 
So  may  her  impious  arts  in  triumph  reign,  900 

And  riot  in  the  plenty  of  the  (lain : 
^o,  many  a  royal  ghoft  (he  may  command,  "J 

Mangle  dead  heroes  with  a  ruthlefs  hand,  > 

And  rob  of  many  an  urn  Hefperia's  mourning  land,  j 
Already  (lie  enjoys  the  dreadful  field,  905 

And  thinks  what  fpoils  the  rival  chiefs  (hall  yield; 
With  what  fell  rage  each  corfe  (he  (liall  invade. 
And  fly  rapacious  on  the  proftrate  dead. 

To  her,  a  lowly  fuppliant,  thus  begun 
The  noble  Pompey 's  much  unworthy  fon  :  910 

Hail  !  mighty  miftrefs  of  Hxmonian  arts. 
To  whom  (lern  Fate  her  dark  decrees  imparts; 
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At  thy  approving'.,  bids  hei*  purpofe  ftand. 

Or  alters  it  at  thy  rever'd  command. 

From  thee,  my  humbler  awful  hopes  prcfume      915 

To  learn  my  father's,  and  my  country's  doom  : 

Nor  think  this  grace  to  one  unworthy  done. 

When  thou  fhalt  know  me  for  great  Pompey's  fon  ; 

With  him  all  fortunes  am  I  bound  to  Ihare, 

His  ruin's  partner,  or  his  empire^s  heir.  920 

Let  not  blind  chance  for  ever  wavering  Hand, 

And  awe  us  with  hear  unrefolving  hand.: 

I  own  my  mind  unequal  to  the  v/eight. 

Nor  can  I  bear  the  pangs  of  doubtful  fate : 

Let  it  be  certain  what  we  have  to  fear,  925 

And  then — no  matter— — Let  the  time  draw  near. 

Oh  let  thy  charms  this  truth  from  heaven  compel. 

Or  force  the  dreadful  Stygian  gods  to  tell. 

Call  death,  all  pale  and  meagre,  from  below. 

And  from  herfelf  her  fatal  purpofe  know ;  950 

Conftrain'd  by  thee,  the  phantom  fhall  declare 

Whom  file  dea-ees  to  ftrike,  and  whom  to  fpare* 

Nor  ever  can  thy  fKill  divine  forefee. 

Through  the  blind  maze  of  long  futurity. 

Events  more  worthy  of  thy  arts,  and  thee. 

Pleas'd  that  her  magic  fame  difFufely  flies,       936 
Thus,  with  a  horrid  fmile,  the  hag  replies. 

Hadft  thou,  oh  noble  youth,  my  aid  iraplorM, 
For  any  lefs  decifion  of  the  fword; 
The  gods,  unwilling,  fhould  my  power  confefs,    940 
And  crown  thy  wiihes  with  a  full  fuccefs. 
Hadft  thou  defir'd  fome  fingle  friend  to  fave. 
Long  had  my  charms  withheld  him  from  the  gta'Ve  : 
o  4. 
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Or  would  thy  hate  fome  foe  this  inftant  doom. 

He  dies,  though  heaven  decrees  him  years  to  come. 

But  when  effeds  are  to  their  caufes  chain'd,  946 

From  everlafting,  mightily,  ordain'd; 

When  all  things  labour  for  one  certain  end. 

And  on  one  aftion  centre  and  depend  : 

Then  far  behind  we  own  our  arts  are  caft,  950 

And  magic  is  by  fortune's  power  furpafs'd. 

Howe'er,  if  yet  thy  foul  can  be  content. 

Only  to  know  that  undifclos*d  event ; 

My  potent  charms  o'er  nature  fliall  prevail. 

And  from  a  thoufand  mouths  extort  the  tale :       955 

This  truth  the  fields,  the  floods,  the  rocks,  fhall  tell. 

The  thunder  of  high  heaven,  or  groans  of  hell : 

Though,  ftill,  more  kindly  oracles  remain. 

Among  the  recent  deaths  of  yonder  plain. 

Of  thefe  a  corfe  our  myllic  rites  fliall  raife,  960 

As  yet  unfhrunk  by  Titan's  parching  blaze  ; 

So  fhall  no  maim  the  vocal  pipes  confound, 

Butthefadihade  ihall  breathe,  diflinft  inhuman  found. 

While  yet  flie  fpoke,  a  double  darknefs  fpreadj 
Black  clouds  and  murky  fogs  involve  her  headj 
While  o'er  th'  unbury'd  heaps  her  footfteps  tread. 
Wolves  howl'd,  and  fled  where'er  flie  took  her  way. 
And  hungry  vultures  left  the  mangled  prey : 
The  favage  race,  abafli'd,  before  her  yield. 
And  while  (he  culls  her  prophet,  quit  the  field.    970 
To  various  carcafes  by  turns  flie  flies. 
And,  griping  with  her  gory  fingers,  tries ; 
Till  one  of  perfe6l  organs  can  be  found. 
And  fibrous  lungs  uninjur'd  by  a  wound. 
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Of  all  the  flitting  ihadows  of  the  flain,  97^ 

Fate  doubts. which  gholt  ihall  turn  to  life  again. 

At  her  flrong  bidding  (fuch  is  her  command) 

Armies  at  once  had  left  the  Stygian  flrand ; 

Hell's  multitudes  had  waited  on  her  charms. 

And  legions  of  the  dead  had  ris'n  to  arms.  980 

Among  the  dreadful  carnage  ftrew'd  around. 

One,  for  her  purpofe  fit,  at  length  fhe  found  ; 

In  his  pale  jaws  a  rufty  hook  ihe  hung. 

And  dragg'd  the  wretched  lifelefs  load  along  : 

Anon,  beneath  a  craggy  cliff  fhe  ftaid,  985 

And  in  a  dreary  delve  her  burden  laid ; 

There  evermore  the  wicked  witch  delights. 

To  do  her  deeds  accurs'd,  and  pradife  hellilh  rites. 

Low  as  the  realms  where  Stygian  Jove  is  crown'd, 
Subfides  the  gloomy  vale  within  the  ground ;        990 
A  downward  grove,  that  never  knew  to  rife. 
Or  Ihoot  its  leafy  honours  to  the  fkies. 
From  hanging  rocks  declines  its  drooping  head. 
And  covers  in  the  cave  with  dreadful  fhade ; 
Within  difmay,  and  fear,  and, darknefs  dwell,      995 
^nd  filth  obfcene  befmears  the  baleful  cell. 
There,  laPcing  night  no  beamy  dawning  knows. 
No  light  but  fuch  as  magic  flames  difclofe  ; 
Heavy,  as  in  Taenarian  caverns,  there 
In  dull  ftagnation  fleeps  the  lazy  air.  1 003 

There  meet  the  boundaries  of  life  and*  death. 
The  borders  of  our  world,  and  that  beneath; 
Thither  the  rulers  of  th'  infernal  court 
Permit  their  airy  vaflals  to  refort ; 
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Thence  with  like  eafe  the  forcerefs  could  tell,     1005 

As  if  defcending  down,  the  deeds  of  hell. 

And  now  Ihe  for  the  folemn  talk  prepares, 

A  mantle  patch'd  with  various  threads  fhe  wears, 

And  binds  with  twining  fnakes  her  wilder  hairs. 

All  pale,  for  dread,  the  daflard  youth  Ihe  fpy'd,  loio 

Heartlefs  his  mates  flood  quivering  by  his  fide. 

Be  bold  !   (fhe  cries)  difmifs  this  abjeft  fear ; 

Living  and  human  fhall  the  form  appear. 

And  breathe  no  founds  but  what  even  you  may  hear. 

How  had  your  vile,  your  coward  fouls  been  quell 'd. 

Had  you  the  livid  Stygian  lakes  beheld;  10 16 

Heard  the  loud  floods  of  rolling  fulphur  roar. 

And  burfl  in  thunder  on  the  burning  fhore  ? 

Had  you  furvey'd  yon  prifon-houfe  of  woe. 

And  giants  bound  in  adamant  below  ?  102a 

Seen  the  vaft  dog  with  curling  vipers  fwell. 

Heard  fcreaming  Furies,  at  my  coming,  yell. 

Double  their  rage,  and  add  new  pains  to  hell 

This  faid,  flie  runs  the  mangled  carcafe  o'er. 
And  wipes  from  every  wound  the  crafty  gore  ;    1025 
Now  with  hot  blood  the  frozen  breaft  (lie  warms. 
And  with  flrong  lunar  dews  confirms  her  charms. 
Anon  flie  mingles  every  monftrous  birth. 
Which  nature,  wayward  and  perverfe,  brings  forth. 
Nor  entrails  of  the  fpotted  Lynx  fhe  lacks,  1030 

Nor  bony  joints  from  fell  Hyaenas'  backs ; 
Nor  deer's  hot  marrow,  rich  with  fnaky  food; 
Nor  foam  of  raging  dogs  that  fly  the  flood. 
Her  ftore  the  tardy  Remora  fupplies. 
With  ftone*^  from  eagles  warm,  and  dragons  eyes; 
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Snakes  that  on  pinions  cut  their  airy  way,  1036 

And  nimbly  o'er  Arabian  deferts  prey  ; 

The  viper  bred  in  Erythraean  dreams. 

To  guard  in  colHy  Ihells  the  growing  gems ; 

The  flough  by  Libya's  horned  ferpent  call. 

With  afhes  by  the  dying  Phoenix  plac'd 

On  odorous  altars  in  the  fragrant  eaft. 

To  thef^  Ihe  joins  dire  drugs  without  a  name, 

A  thoufand  poifons  never  known  to  fame  : 

Herbs  o'er  whofe  leaves  the  hag  her  fpells  had  fung*. 

And  wet  with  curfed  fpittle  as  they  fprung ;         1046 

With  every  other  mifchief  moft  abhorr'd. 

Which  hell,  or  worfe  Eri6lho,  could  afford. 

At  length,  in  murmurs  hoarfe  her  voice  was  heard,' 
Her  voice,  beyond  all  plants,  all  magic  fear' 
And  by  the  lowed  Stygian  gods  rever'd. 
Her  gabbling  tongue  a  muttering  tone  confounds* 
Difcordant,  and  unlike  to  human  founds  : 
It  feem'd,  of  dogs  the  bark,  of  wolves  the  how!. 
The  doleful  ficreeching  of  the  midnight  owl ;       1055 
The  hifs  of  fnakes,  the  hungry  lion's  roar. 
The  bound  of  billows  beating  on  the  fliore  ; 
The  groan  of  winds  amongil  the  leafy  wood,. 
And  burft  of  thunder  from  the  rending  cloud  :     1059 
'T  was  thefe,  all  thefe  in  one.     At  length  flie  breaks. 
Thus  into  magic  verfe,  and  thus,  the  gods  be^eaksv 

Ye  Furies  !  and  thou  black  accurfed-  hell  I 
Ye  woes !  in  which  the  damn'd  for  ever  dwell  ; 
Chaos,  the  world,  and  form's  eternal  foe  1 
And  thou  fole  arbiter  of  all  below,  1065 
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Pluto  !  whom  ruthlefs  fates  a  god  ordain. 

And  doom  to  immortality  of  pain  ; 

Ye  fair  Elyfian  manfions  of  the  blell:. 

Where  no  ThefTalian  charmer  hopes  to  reft ; 

Styx!  and  Perfephone,  compell'd  to  fly  1070 

Thy  fruitful  mother,  and  the  chearful  iky  ! 

Third  Hecate  1  by  whom  my  whifpers  breathe 

My  fecret  purpofe  to  the  fliades  beneath ; 

Thou  greedy  dog,  who  at  th'  infernal  gate. 

In  everlafting  hunger,  flill  doft  wait !  1 075 

And  thou  old  Charon,  horrible  and  hoar  ! 

For  ever  labouring  back  from  fhore  to  Ihore  : 

Who  murmuring  doft  in  wearinefs  complain. 

That  I  fo  oft  demand  thy  dead  again ; 

Hear,  all  ye  powers !  If  e'er  your  hell  rejoice     loSo 

In  the  lov'd  horrors  of  this  impious  voice  ; 

If  ftill  with  human  flefli  I  have  been  fed. 

If  pregnant  mothers  have,  to  pleafe  you,  bled  ; 

If  from  the  womb  thefe  ruthlefs  hands  have  torn 

Infants,  mature,  and  ftruggling  to  be  born;        1085 

Hear  and  obey  !  nor  do  I  afk  a  ghoft. 

Long  fmce  receiv'd  upon  your  Stygian  coaft ; 

But  one  that,  new  to  death,  for  entrance  waits. 

And  loiters  yet  before  your  gloomy  gates.  1089 

Let  the  pale  fhade  thefe  herbs,  thefe  numbers  hear. 

And  in  Jus  well-known  warlike  form  appear. 

Here  let  him  ftand,  before  liis  leader's  fon. 

And  fay  what  dire  events  are  drawing  on  : 

If  blood  be  your  delight,  let  this  be  done. 

Foaming  (lie  fpoke :  then  rcar*d  her  hateful  head. 
And  hard  at  hand  beheld  th'  attending  fliade. 
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Too  well  the  trembling  fprite  the  carcafe  knew. 
And  fear'd  to  enter  into  life  anew  ; 
Fain  from  thofe  mangled  limbs  it  would  have  run. 
And,  lothing,  llrove  that  houfe  of  pain  to  fliun.  1 100 
Ah  !  wretch  !  to  whom  the  cruel  fates  deny- 
That  privilege  of  human  kind,  to  die  ! 
Wroth  was  the  hag  at  lingering  death's  delay. 
And  wonder'd  hell  could  dare  to  difobey ; 
With  curling  fnakes  tlie  fenfelefs  trunk  ihe  beats,  1 105 
And  curfes  dire,  at  every  lalh,  repeats ; 
With  magic  numbers  cleaves  the  groaning  ground. 
And,  thus,  barks  downwards  to  th'  abyfs  profound  : 

Ye  fiends  hell-born,  ye  fillers  of  defpair ! 
Thus  ?  is  it  thus  my  will  becomes  your  care  ?     1 1 10 
Still  fleep  thofe  whips  within  your  idle  hands. 
Nor  drive  the  loitering  gholl  this  voice  demands  ? 
But  mark  me  well  !    my  charms,  in  Fate's  defpite. 
Shall  drag  you  forth,  ye  Stygian  dogs,  to  light ; 
Through  vaults  and  tombs,  where  now  fecure  you  roam. 
My  vengeance  fhall  purfuc,  and  chace  you  home. 
And  thou,  oh  1   Hecate  !  that  dar'ft  to  rife. 
Various  and  alter'd  to  immortal  eyes. 
No  more  flialt  veil  thy  horrors  in  difguifc  ; 
Still  in  thy  form  accurfed  fhalt  thou  dwell,  1 120 

Nor  change  the  face  that  nature  made  for  hell. 
Each  myllery  beneath  I  will  difplay. 
And  Stygian  loves  fhall  lland  confefs'd  to  day. 
Thee,  Proferpine  !   thy  fatal  fcaft  I'll  fhow. 
What  leagues  detain  thee  in  the  realms  below. 
And  why  thy  once-fond  mother  Icaihs  thee  now. 
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At  my  command,  earth's  barrier  fhall  remove. 

And  piercing  Titan  vex  infernal  Jove  ; 

Full  on  his  throne  the  blazing  beams  ihall  beat. 

And  light  abhorr'd  afflid  the  gloomy  feat.  1 130 

Yet,  am  I  yet,  ye  fallen  fiends,  obey'd  ? 

Or  muft  I  call  your  mafter  to  my  aid  ? 

At  whofe  dread  name  the  trembling  Furies  quake. 

Hell  Hands  abalh'd,  and  earth's  foundations  fhake  ? 

Who  views  the  Gorgons  with  intrepid  eyes,        1 135 

And  your  unviolable  flood  defies  ? 

She  faid ;  and,  at  the  word,  the  frozen  blood 
Slowly  began  to  roll  its  creeping  flood ; 
Through  the  known  channels  Hole  the  purple  tide. 
And  warmth  and  motion  through  the  members  glide  ; 
The  nerves  are  flretch'd,  the  turgid  mufcles  fwell. 
And  the  heart  moves  within  its  fecret  cell ; 
The  haggard  eyes  their  ftupid  lights  difclofe. 
And  heavy  by  degrees  the  corpfe  arofe. 
Doubtful  and  faint  th'  uncertain  life  appears,      11 45 
And  death,  all-o'er,  the  livid  vifage  wears. 
Pale,  llifF,  and  mute,  the  ghaftly  figure  Hands, 
Nor  knows  to  fpeak,  but  at  her  dread  commands. 
When  thus  the  hag  :  Speak  what  I  wifli  to  know. 
And  endlefs  reft  attends  thy  fhade  below  ;  1 150 

Reveal  the  truth,  and,  to  reward  thy  pain. 
No  charms  fhall  drag  thee  back  to  life  again  ; 
Such  hallo.v'd  wood  fhall  feed  thy  funeral  fire. 
Such  numbers  to  thy  lail  repofe  confpire. 
No  fifter  of  our  art  thy  ghoil  ihall  wrong,  1 155 

Or  force  thee  liften  to  her  potent  fong. 
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Since  the  dark  gods  in  myftic  tripods  dwell. 
Since  doubtful  truths  ambiguous  prophets  tell ; 
While  each  event  aright  and  plain  is  read. 
To  every  bold  inquirer  of  the  dead  :  1 1 60 

Do  thou  unfold  what  end  thefe  wars  Ihall  wait, 
Perfons,  and  things,  and  time,  and  place  relate, 
And  be  the  juft  interpreter  of  Fate. 

She  fpoke,  and,  as  Ihe  fpoke,  a  fpell  fhe  made. 
That  gave  new  prefcience  to  th'  unknowing  fhade. 

When  thus  the  fpedre,  weeping  all  for  woe  ;  n6S 
Seek  not  from  me  the  Parcas's  will  to  know. 
I  faw  not  what  their  dreadful  looms  ordain. 
Too  foon  recaird  to  hated  life  again  ; 
Recall'd,  ere  yet  my  waiting  ghoft  had  pafs'd    1170 
The  filent  ftream,  that  wafts  us  all  to  reft. 
All  I  could  learn,  was  from  the  loofe  report 
Of  wandering  Ihades,  that  to  the  banks  refort. 
Uproar,  and  difcord,  never  known  till  now, 
Diftra6l  the  peaceful  realms  of  death  below  ;       ^  17S 
From  blifsfui  plains  of  fweet  Elyfium  fome. 
Others  from  doleful  dens,  and  torments,  come  ; 
While  in  the  face  of  every  various  fhade. 
The  woes  of  Rome  too  plainly  might  be  read. 
In  tears  lamenting,  gholts  of  patriots  ftood,        iiSo 
And  mourn'd  their  country  in  a  falling  flood  ; 
Sad  were  the  Decii,  and  the  Curii  feen. 
And  heavy  was  the  great  Camilius'  mien  : 
On  fortune  loud  indignant  Sylla  rail'd. 
And  Scipio  his  unhappy  race  bewail'd ;  1 183; 

The  Cenfor  fad  forefaw  his  Cato's  doom, 
Refolv'd  to  die  for  liberty,  and  Rome. 
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Of  all  tKe  fhades  that  haunt  the  happy  field. 

Thee  only,  Brutus  !  fmiling  I  beheld ; 

Thee,  thou  firll  conful,  haughty  Tarquin's  dread. 

From  whofe  juft  wrath  the  confcious  tyrant  fled. 

When  freedom  firll  uprear*d  her  infant  head. 

Meanwhile  the  damn'd  exult  amidft  their  pains. 

And  Catiline  audacious  breaks  his  chains. 

There  the  Cethegan  naked  race  I  view'd,  1 195 

The  Marii  fierce,  with  human  gore  imbrued. 

The  Gracchi,  fond  of  mifchief- making  laws. 

And  Drufi>  popular  in  faction's  caufe ; 

All  clapp'd  their  hands  in  horrible  applaufe. 

The  cralh  of  brazen  fetters  rung  around,  1200 

And  hell's  wide  caverns  trembled  with  the  found. 

No  more  the  bounds  of  fate  their  guilt  conftrain. 

But  proudly  they  demand  th'  Elyfian  plain. 

Thus  they,  while  dreadful  Dis,  with  bufy  cares. 

New  torments  for  the  conquerors  prepares^         1205 

New  chains  of  adamant  he  forms  below. 

And  opens  all  his  deep  referves  of  woe  : 

Sharp  are  the  pains  for  tyrants  kept  in  ftore. 

And  flames  yet  ten  times  hotter  than  before. 

But  thou,  oh  noble  youth  !  in  peace  depart,       12I<» 

And  footh,  with  better  hopes,  thy  doubtful  heart; 

Sweet  is  the  refl:,  and  blifsful  is  the  place. 

That  wait  thy  fire,  and  his  illuilrious  race* 

Nor  fondly  feek  to  lengthen  out  thy  date. 

Nor  envy  the  furviving  vigor's  fate  ;  12 15 

The  hour  draws  near  when  all  alike  mufl:  yield. 

And  death  ftiall  mix  the  fame  of  every  field. 
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Hafte  then,  with  glory,  to  your  deftin'd  end. 

And  proudly  from  your  humbler  urns  defcend ; 

Bold  in  fuperior  virtue  (hall  you  come,  1220 

And  trample  on  the  demigods  of  Rome. 

Ah  !  what  fhall  it  import  the  mighty  dead. 

Or  by  the  Nile  or  Tiber  to  be  laid  ? 

'T  is  only  for  a  grave  your  wars  are  made. 

Seek  not  to  know  what  for  thyfelf  remains. 

That  fhall  be  told  in  fair  Sicilia's  plains ; 

Prophetic  there,  thy  father's  fhade  Ihall  rife. 

In  awful  vifion  to  thy  wondering  eyes : 

He  fhall  thy  fate  reveal ;  though  doubting  yet 

Where  he  may  befl:  advife  thee  to  retreat.  1230 

In  vain  to  various  climates  fhall  you  run. 

In  vain  purfuing  Fortune  flrive  to  fhun. 

In  Europe,  Afric,  Afia,  flill  undone. 

Wide  as  your  triumphs  fhall  your  ruins  lie. 

And  all  in  diilant  regions  fhall  you  die.  1235 

Ah,  wretched  race  !  to  whom  the  world  can  yield 

No  fafer  refuge,  than  Emathia's  field. 

He  faid,  and  with  a  filent,  mournful  look, 
A  lafl  difmiflion  from  the  hag  befpoke. 
Nor  can  the  fprite,  difcharg'd  by  death's  cold  hand. 
Again  be  fubjed  to  the  fame  command;  1241 

But  charms  and  magic  herbs  muH  lend  their  aid. 
And  render  back  to  refl  the  troubled  fhade. 
A  pile  of  hollow'd  wood  Eridlho  builds. 
The  foul  with  joy  its  mangled  carcafe  yields;      1245 
She  bids  the  kindling  flames  afcend  on  high. 
And  leaves  the  weary  wretch  at  length  to  die. 
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Then,  while  the  fecret  dark  their  footlleps  hides. 
Homeward  the  youth,  all  pale  for  fear,  fhe  guides; 
And,  for  the  light  began  to  ftreak  the  eaft,         1250 
With  potent  fpells  the  dawning  fhe  reprefs'd; 
Commanded  night's  obedient  queen  to  flay. 
And,  till  they  reach'd  the  camp,  withheld  the  rifmg 
day. 


[      2U      ] 

LUCAN's     PHARSALIA. 
BOOK      VII. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

In  the  Seventh  Book  Is  told,  firft,  Pompey's  dream  the  night  be- 
fore the  battle  of  Pharfalia  ;  after  that,  the  impatient  defire  of 
his  army  to  engage,  which  is  reinforced  by  TuUy.  Pompey, 
though  againft  his  own  opinion  and  inclination,  agrees  to  a 
battle.  Then  follows  the  fpeech  of  each  general  to  his  army, 
and  the  battle  itfelf :  the  flight  of  Pompey  ;  Caefar's  behaviour 
after  his  vldlory  ;  and  an  invedlive  againft  him,  and  the  very 
country  of  ThefTaly,  for  being  the  fcene  (according  to  this  and 
other  authors)  of  fo  many  misfortunes  to  the  people  of  Rome. 

T  ATE,  and  unvvillmg,  from  his  watery  bed, 

Uprear'd  the  mournful  fun  his  cloudy  head  ; 
He  ficken'd  to  behold  Emathia's  plain. 
And  would  have  fought  the  backward  eaft  again : 
Full  oft  he  turn'd  him  from  the  deflin'd  race,  5 

And  wiih'd  fome  dark  eclipfe  might  veil  his  radiant  face. 

Pompey,  meanwhile,  in  pleafmg  vifions  pafl 
The  night,  of  all  his  happy  nights  the  laft. 
It  feem'd,  as  if,  in  all  his  former  ftate. 
In  his  own  theatre  fecure  he  fate :  lO 

About  his  fide  unnumber'd  Romans  croud. 
And,  joyful,  Ihout  his  much-lov'd  name  aloud  : 
p  z 
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The  echoing  benches  feem  to  ring  around. 
And  his  charm'd  ears  devour  the  pleafing  found. 
Such  both  himfelf,  and  fuch  the  people  feem,        15 
In  the  falfe  profpe£l  of  the  feigning  dream; 
As  when  in  early  manhood's  beardlefs  bloom. 
He  Hood  the  darling  hope  and  joy  of  Rome. 
When  fierce  Sertorius  by  his  arms  fuppreil. 
And  Spain  fubdued,  the  conqueror  confeft  :  20 

When  rais'd  with  honours  never  known  before. 
The  conful's  pui'ple,  yet  a  youth,  he  wore  : 
When  the  pleas 'd  fenate  fat  with  new  delight. 
To  view  the  triumph  of  a  Roman  knight. 

Perhaps,  when  our  good  days  no  longer  laft,      25 
The  mind  runs  backward,  and  enjoys  the  paft: 
Perhaps,  the  riddling  vifions  of  the  night 
With  contrarieties  delude  our  fight ; 
And  when  fair  fcenes  of  pleafure  they  difclofe. 
Pain  they  foretel,  and  fure  enfuing  woes.  30 

Or  was  it  not,  that,  fmce  the  fates  ordain 
Pompey  fliould  never  fee  his  Rome  again. 
One  la.ft  good  office  yet  they  meant  to  do. 
And  gave  him  in  a  dream  this  parting  view  ? 

Oh,  may  no  trumpet  bid  the  leader  wake  !         35 
Long,  let  him  long  the  blifsful  flumber  take  ! 
Too  foon  the  morrow's  fleepiefs  night  will  come. 
Full  fraught  with  flaughter,  mifery,  and  Rome; 
With  horror,  and  difmay,  thofe  fliades  Ihall  rife. 
And  the  loft  battle  live  before  his  eyes.  40 

How  bleft  his  fellow-citizens  had  been. 
Though  but  in  dreams,  their  Pompey  to  have  feen  ! 
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Oh  !  that  the  gods,  in  pity,  would  allow. 
Such  long-try'd  friends  their  deiHny  to  know  ; 
So  each  to  each  might  their  fad  thoughts  convey,  45 
And  make  the  moft  of  their  lail  mournful  day. 
But  now,  unconfcious  of  the  ruin  nigh. 
Within  his  native  land  he  thinks  to  die  : 
While  her  fond  hopes  with  confidence  prefume. 
Nothing  fo  terrible  from  fate  can  come. 
As  to  be  robb'd  of  her  lov'd  Pompey's  tomb. 
Had  the  fad  city  Fate's  decree  foreknown. 
What  floods,  fait  falling,  fhould  her  lofs  bemoan ! 
Then  Ihould  the  lufty  youth,  and  fathers  hoar. 
With  mingling  tears,  their  chief  renown'd  deplore;  55 
Maids,  matrons,  wives,  and  babes,  a  helplefs  train. 
As  once  for  godlike  Brutus,  fhould  complain  ; 
Their  treffes  fhould  they  tear,  their  bofoms  beat. 
And  cry  loud-wailing  in  the  doleful  flreet. 

Nor  fhalt  thou,  Rome,  thy  guiliing  forrows  keep,  60 
Though  aw'd  by  Casfar,  and  forbid  to  weep ; 
Though,  while  he  tells  thee  of  thy  Pompey  dead. 
He  fhakes  his  threatening  fauchion  o'er. thy  head. 
Lamenting  crouds  the  conqueror  fhall  meet. 
And  with  a  peal  of  groans  his  triumph  greet;         65 
In  fad  procefTion,  fighing  fhall  they  go. 
And  llain  his  laurels  with  the  flreams  of  woe. 

But  now,  the  fainting  flars  at  length  gave  way. 
And  hid  their  vanquifh'd  fires  in  beamy  day ; 
When  round  the  leader's  tent  the  legions  croud,     70 
And,  urg'd  by  fate,  demand  the  fight  aloud. 
Wretches  !  that  long  their  little  life  to  wafte. 
And  hurry  on  thofe  hours  that  fly  too  fail  I 
P  3 
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Too  foon,  for  thoufands,  fhall  the  day  be  done, 
Whofe  eyes  no  more  fhall  fee  the  fetting  fun.  75 

Tumultuous  fpeech  th'  impulfive  rage  confell. 
And  Rome's  bad  genius  rofe  in  every  breaft. 
With  vile  difgrace  they  blot  their  leader's  name. 
Pronounce  ev'n  Pompey  fearful,  flow,  and  tame. 
And  cry.  He  links  beneath  his  father's  fame. 
Some  charge  him  with  ambition's  guilty  views,      8 1 
And  think  't  is  power,  and  empire,  he  purfues  j 
That,  fearing  peace,  he  pradlifes  delay. 
And  would,  for  ever,  make  the  world  obey. 
While  eaftern  kings  of  lingering  wars  complain,     85 
And  wifh  to  view  their  native  realms  again. 
Thus  when  the  gods  are  pleas 'd  to  plague  mankind. 
Our  own  rafli  hands  are  to  the  tafk  aflign'd ; 
By  them  ordain'd  the  tools  of  fate  to  be. 
We  blindly  adt  the  mifchiefs  they  decree ;  5© 

We  call  the  battle,  we  the  fword  prepare. 
And  Rome's  deftruftion  is  the  Roman  prayer. 

The  general  voice,  united,  Tully  takes,. 
And  for  the  reft  the  fweet  perfuader  fpeaks ; 
Tully,  for  happy  eloquence  renown'd,  '    95 

With  every  Roman  grace  of  language  crown'd ; 
Beneath  whofe  rule  and  government  rever'd. 
Fierce  Catiline  the  peaceful  axes  fear'd  : 
But  now,  detain'd  amidft  an  armed  throng. 
Where  loft  his  arts,  and  ufelefs  was  his  tongue 
The  orator  had  borne  the  camp  too  long. 
He  to  the  vulgar  fide  his  pleading  draws,  loz 

And  thus  enforces  much  their  feeble  caufe : 
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For  all  that  fortune  for  thy  arms  has  done. 
For  all  thy  fame  acquir'd,  thy  battles  won  ;  105 

This  only  boon  her  fuppliant  vows  implore. 
That  thou  would'Il  deign  to  ufe  her  aid  once  more : 
In  this,  O  Pompey  1  kings  and  chiefs  unite. 
And,  to  chaftife  proud  Cacfar,  aik  the  fight. 
Shall  he,  one  man  againft  the  world  combin'd,     no 
Protradl  deftrudlion,  and  embroil  mankind  ? 
What  will  the  vanquilh'd  nations  murmuring  fay. 
Where  once  thy  conquefts  cut  their  winged  way ; 
When  they  behold  thy  virtue  lazy  now. 
And  fee  thee  move  thus  languifliing  and  flow  ?      115 
Where  are  thofe  fires  that  warm'd  thee  to  be  great  ? 
That  ftable  foul,  and  confidence  in  Fate  ? 
Canll  thou  the  gods  ungratefully  miftruft  ? 
Or  think  the  fenate's  facred  caufe  unjuft? 
Scarce  are  th'  impatient  enfigns  yet  withheld  :      120 
Why  art  thou,  thus,  to  viftory  compell'd  ? 
Doft  thou  Rome's  chief,  and  in  her  caufe,  appear  ? 
'T  is  hers  to  choofe  the  field,  and  fhe  appoints  it  here. 
Why  is  this  ardor  of  the  world  withftood. 
The  injur 'd  world,  that  thirfls  for  Casfar's  blood  ? 
See  !  where  the  troops  with  indignation  fland. 
Each  javelin  trembling  in  an  eager  hand. 
And  wait,  unwillingly,  the  laft  command. 
Refolve  the  fenate  then,  and  let  them  know. 
Are  they  thy  fervants,  or  their  fervant  thou  ?        1 30 
Sore  figh'd  the  liftening  chief,  who  well  could  read 
Some  dire  delufion  by  the  gods  decreed; 
He  faw  the  Fates  malignantly  inclin'd. 
To  thwart  his  purpofe  and  perplex  his  mind. 
P  4 
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Since  thus  (he  cry*d)  it  is  by  all  decreed. 
Since  my  impatient  friends  and  country  need 
My  hand  to  fight,  and  not  my  head  to  lead ; 
Pompey  no  longer  fhall  your  fate  delay. 
But  let  pernicious  Fortune  take  her  way. 
And  wafte  the  world  on  one  devoted  day. 
But,  oh!  be  witnefs  thou,  my  native  Rome,        141 
With  what  a  fad  fore-boding  heart  I  come ; 
To  thy  hard  fate  unwillingly  I  yield. 
While  thy  rafh  fons  compel  me  to  the  field. 
How  eafily  had  Csefar  been  fubdued,  145 

And  the  bleft  vidory  been  free  from  blood  ! 
But  the  fond  Romans  cheap  renown  difdain. 
They  wi(h  for  deaths  to  purple  o'er  the  plain. 
And  reeking  gore  their  guilty  fwords  to  Ilain. 
Driv'n  by  my  fleets,  behold,  the  flying  foe  150 

At  once  the  empire  of  the  deep  forego  ; 
Here  by  necefiity  they  feem  to  fl:and, 
Coop'd-up  within  a  corner  of  the  land. 
By  famine  to  the  lafl:  extremes  compell'd,  154 

They  fnatch  green  harvefts  from  th*  unripen'd  field ; 
And  wifli  we  may  this  only  grace  affbrd. 
To  let  them  die  like  foldiers,  by  the  fvvord. 
'Tis  true,  it  feems  an  carneft  of  fuccefs. 
That  thus  our  bolder  youth  for  aftion  prefs : 
But  let  them  try  their  inmoft  hearts  with  care,      160 
And  judge  betwixt  true  valour  and  rafli  fear  ; 
Let  them  be  fure  this  eagernefs  is  right. 
And  certain  fortitude  demands  the  fight. 
In  war,  in  dangers,  oft  it  has  been  known, 
Tliat  fear  has  driven  the  headlong  coward  on.      165 
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Give  me  the  man,  vvhofe  cooler  foul  can  wait. 

With  patience,  for  the  proper  hour  of  Fate. 

See  what  a  profperous  face  our  fortunes  bear  ! 

Why  Ihould  we  truil  them  to  the  chance  of  war  ? 

Why  muft  we  riik  the  world's  uncertain  doom,      170 

And  rather  choofe  to  fight,  than  overcome  ? 

Thou  goddefs  Chance  !  who  to  my  careful  hand 

Kaft  given  this  wearifome  fupreme  command ; 

If  I  have,  to  the  tafk  of  empire  jufr, 

Enlarg'd  the  bounds  committed  to  my  trufl;         175 

Be  kind,  and  to  thyfelf  the  rule  refume. 

And,  in  the  fight,  defend  the  caufe  of  Rome  : 

To  thy  own  crowns,  the  wreath  of  conqueft  join ; 

Nor  let  the  glory,  nor  the  crime,  be  mine. 

But  fee  !  thy  hopes,  unhappy  Pompey  !  fail  :      180 

We  fight;  and  Casfar's  Uronger  vows  prevail. 

Oh,  what  a  fcene  of  guilt  this  day  fhall  fhow  ! 

What  crouds  fhall  fall,  what  nations  be  laid  low  ! 

Red  fhall  Enipeus  run  with  Roman  blood. 

And  to  the  margin  fwell  his  foamy  flood.  185 

Oh  !  if  our  caufe  my  aid  no  longer  need. 

Oh  !  may  niy  bofom  be  the  firft  to  bleed  : 

Me  let  the  thrilling  javelin  foremoft  flrike. 

Since  death  and  viftory  are  now  alike. 

To-day,  with  ruin  fhall  my  name  be  join'd,  190 

Or  ftand  the  common  curfe  of  all  mankind ; 

By  every  woe  the  vanquifh'd  fhall  be  known. 

And  every  infamy  the  vi6lor  crown. 

He  fpoke  ;  and,  yielding  to  th' impetuous  croud. 
The  battle  to  his  frantic  bands  allow'd.  195 
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So,  when  long  vex'd  by  Hormy  Corus'  blaft. 
The  weary  pilot  quits  ihe  helm  at  lait ; 
He  leaves  his  veffel  to  the  winds  to  guide. 
And  drive  unfteady  with  the  tumbling  tide. 

Loud  through  the  camp  the  riiing  murmurs  found. 
And  one  tumultuous  hurry  runs  around;  201 

Sudden  their  bufy  hearts  began  to  beat. 
And  each  pale  vifage  wore  the  marks  of  Fate. 
Anxious,  they  fee  the  dreadful  day  is  come. 
That  muft  decide  the  deftiny  of  Rome.  205 

This  fmgle  vaft  concern  employs  the  hofl;> 
And  private  fears  are  in  the  public  loft. 
Should  earth  be  rent,  Ihould  darknefs  quench  the  fun^ 
Should  fwelling  feas  above  the  mountains  run. 
Should  univerfal  nature's  end  draw  near,  210 

Who  could  have  leifure  for  himfelf  to  fear  ? 
With  fuch  confent  his  fafety  each  forgot. 
And  Rome  and  Pompey  took  up  every  thought. 

And  now  the  warriors  all,  with  bufy  care. 
Whet  the  dull  fword,  and  point  the  blunted  fpear ;  215 
With  tougher  nerves  they  ftring  the  bended  bow. 
And  in  full  quivers  fteely  fhafts  beftow ; 
The  horfeman  £ecs  his  furniture  made  fit. 
Sharpens  the  fpur,  and  burnilhes  the  bit ; 
Fixes  the  rein,  to  check  or  urge  his  fpeed,  220 

And  animates  to  fight  the  fnorting  fteed. 
Such  once  the  bufy  gods  employments  were. 
If  mortal  men  to  gods  we  may  compare. 
When  earth's  bold  fons  began  their  impious  war. 
The  Lemnian  power,  with  many  a  ftroke,  reftor'd  225 
Blue  Neptune's  trident,  and  ftcrn  Mars's  fword ; 
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In  terrible  array,  the  blue-ey'd  maid 

The  horrors  of  her  Gorgon  fhield  difplay'd; 

Phoebus  his  once  viftorious  Ihafts  rcnevv'd, 

Difus'd,  and  rufty  with  the  Python's  blood;         230 

While,  with  unweary'd  toil,  the  Cyclops  Ilrove 

To  forge  new  thunders  for  imperial  Jove. 

Nor  wanted  then  dire  omens,  to  declare 
What  curil  events  Theffalia's  plains  prepare; 
Black  ftorms  oppos'd  againft  the  warriors  lay,      235 
And  lightnings  thwarted  their  forbidden  way  ; 
Full  in  their  eyes  the  dazzling  flalhes  broke. 
And  with  amaze  their  troubled  fenfes  ftroke  : 
Tali  fiery  columns  in  the  fkies  were  feen. 
With  watery  Typhons  interwove  between.  243 

Glancing  along  the  bands  fvvift  meteors  fhoot. 
And  from  the  helm  the  plumy  honours  cut ; 
Sudden  the  flame  diffolves  the  javelin's  head. 
And  liquid  runs  the  fhining  llieely  blade. 
Strange  to  behold  !  their  weapons  difappear,         245- 
While  fulphurous  odour  taints  the  fmoking  air. 
The  ftandard,  as  unwilling  to  be  borne. 
With  pain  from  the  tenacious  earth  is  torn  : 
Anon,  black  fwarms  hang  cluftering  on  its  height,- 
And  prefs  the  bearer  with  unwonted  weight.        250- 
JBig  drops  of  grief  each  fvveating  marble  wears. 
And  Parian  gods  and  heroes  iland  in  tears. 
No  more  th'  aufpicious  viftim  tamely  dies. 
But  furious  from  the  hallow'd  fane  he  flies ; 
Breaks  off'  the  rites  with  prodigies  prophane,         255 
And  bellowing  feeks  Emathia's  fatal  plain  ; 
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But  who,  O  Csfar  !  who  were  then  thy  gods  ? 
Whom  didil  thou  fummon  from  their  dark  abodes  ? 
The  Furies  liften'd  to  thy  grateful  vows. 
And  dreadful  to  the  day  the  powers  of  hellarofe.  26a 

Did  then  the  monfters,  fame  records,  appear  ? 
Or  were  they  only  phantoms  form'd  by  fear  ? 
Some  faw  the  moving  mountains  meet  like  foes, 
And  rending  earth  new  gaping  caves  difclofe. 
Others  beheld  a  fanguine  torrent  take  265 

Its  purple  courfe  through  fair  Boebeis'  lake  ; 
Heard  each  returning  night,  portentous,  yield 
Loud  {houts  of  battle  on  Pharfalia's  field. 
While  others  thought  they  faw  the  light  decay. 
And  fudden  (hades  opprefs  the  fainting  day;         270 
Fancy'd  wild  horrors  in  each  other's  face. 
And  faw  the  gholls  of  all  their  bury'd  race ; 
Beheld  them  rife  and  glare  with  pale  aftright. 
And  ftalk  around  them,  in  the  new-made  night.  274 
Whate'er  the  caufe,  the  croud,  by  fate  decreed,      "p 
To  make  their  brothers,  fons,  and  fathers  bleed,     > 
Confenting,   to  the  prodigies' agreed;  J 

And,  while  they  thirll  impatient  for  that  blood, 
Blefs  thefe  nefarious  omens  all  as  good. 

But  wherefore  Hiould  we  wonder,  to  behold       280 
That  death's  approach  by  madnefs  was  foretold? 
Wild  are  the  wandering  thoughts  which  lafl  furvive ; 
And  thefe  had  not  another  day  to  live. 
Thefe  fliook  for  what  tliey  faw;  while  diflant  climes. 
Unknowing,  trembled  for  Emathia's  crimes.        285 
Where  Tyrian  Gades  fees  the  fctting  fun. 
And  where  Ar axes'  rapid  waters  run. 
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From  the  bright  orient  to  the  glowing  weft. 

In  every  nation,  every  Roman  breaft 

The  terrors  of  that  dreadful  day  confeft. 

Where  Aponus  firft  fprings  in  fmoky  fteam;         291 

And  fall  Timavus  rolls  his  nobler  ftream ; 

Upon  a  hill  that  day,  if  fame  be  true, 

A  learned  augur  fat  the  fkies  to  view  : 

'T  is  come,  the  great  event  is  come  (he  cry^d),  295 

Our  impious  chiefs  their  wicked  war  decide. 

Whether  the  feer  obferv'd  Jove's  forky  flame. 

And  mark'd  the  firmament's  difcordant  frame; 

Or  whether,  in  that  gloom  of  fudden  night. 

The  ftruggling  fun  declar'd  the  dreadful  fight:    30© 

From  the  firft  birth  of  morning  in  the  fides. 

Sure  never  day  like  this  was  known  to  rife ; 

In  the  blue  vault,  as  in  a  volume  fpread. 

Plain  might  the  Latian  deiliny  be  read. 

Oh  Rome  !  oh  people,  by  the  gods  afiign'd     305 
To  be  the  worthy  mafters  of  mankind  ! 
On  thee  the  heavens  with  all  their  fignals  wait. 
And  fuftering  nature  labours  with  thy  fate. 
When  thy  great  name 's  to  lateft  times  conveyed. 
By  fame,  or  by  my  verfe  immortal  made,  310 

In  free-born  nations  juflly  fhall  prevail. 
And  rouze  their  paflions  with  this  nobleft  tale  ; 
How  fhall  they  fear  for  thy  approaching  doom. 
As  if  each  paft  event  were  yet  to  come  ! 
How  fliall  their  bofoms  fwell  with  vaft  concern,    315 
And  long  the  doubtful  chance  of  war  to  learn  ! 
Ev'n  then  the  favouring  world  with  thee  fhall  join. 
And  every  honeft  heart  to  Pompey's  caufe  incline. 
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Defcending,  now,  the  bands  in  juft  array. 
From  burnifli'd  arms  refleft  the  beamy  day;         320 
In  an  ill  hour  they  fpread  the  fatal  field. 
And  with  portentous  blaze  the  neighbouring  moun- 
tains gild. 
On  the  left  wing,  bold  Lentulus,  their  head. 
The  firft  and  fourth  felefted  legions  led  : 
Lucklefs  Domitius,  vainly  brave  in  war,  325 

Drew  forth  the  right  with  unaufpicious  care. 
In  the  mid  battle  daring  Scipio  fought. 
With  eight  full  legions  from  Cilicia  brought. 
Submiffive  here  to  Pompey's  high  command. 
The  warrior  undiilinguifh'd  took  his  Hand, 
Referv'd  to  be  the  chief  on  Libya's  burning  fand. 
Near  the  low  marfhes  and  Enipeus'  flood,  332 

The  Pontic  horfe  and  Cappadocian  Hood. 
While  kings  and  tetrarchs  proud,  a  purple  train. 
Liegemen  and  vafTals  to  the  Latian  reign, 
Poflefs'd  the  rifmg  grounds  and  drier  plain. 
Here  troops  of  black  Numidians  fcour  the  field. 
And  bold  Iberians  narrow  bucklers  wield ; 
Here  twang  the  Syrian  and  the  Cretan  bow. 
And  the  fierce  Gauls  provoke  their  well-known  foe.  340 

Go,  Pompcy,  lead  to  death  th'  unnumber'd  hoil. 
Let  the  whole  human  race  at  once  be  loft. 
Let  nations,  upon  nations,  heap  the  plain. 
And  tyranny  want  fubjeds  for  its  reign. 

Caefar,  as  chance  ordain'd,  that  morn  decreed  345 
The  fpoiling  bands  of  foragers  to  lead ; 
When,  with  a  fudden,  but  a  glad  furprize. 
The  foe  defcending  ftruck  his  wondering  eyes. 
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Eager,  and  burning  for  unbounded  {wt^v. 

Long  had  he  borne  the  tedious  war's  delay;  350 

Long  had  he  flruggled  with  protratSling  time. 

That  fav'd  his  country,  and  deferr'd  his  crime: 

At  length  he  fees  the  wiih'd-for  day  is  come  : 

To  end  the  ftrife  for  liberty  and  Rome ; 

Fate's  dark  m\H:erious  threatenings  to  explain,    355 

And  eafe  th'  impatience  of  ambition's  pain. 

Bur,  when  he  faw  the  vaft  event  fo  nigh, 

Ur.ufud  horror  damp'd  his  impious  joy  ; 

For  one  cold  moment  funk  his  heart  fupprefs'd. 

And  doubt  hung  heavy  on  his  anxious  breaft.       360 

Though  his  pail  fortunes  promife  now  fuccefs. 

Yet  Pompey,  from  his  own,  expeds  no  lefs. 

His  changing  thoughts  revolve  with  various  cheer. 

While  thefe  forbid  to  hope,  and  thofe  to  fear. 

At  length  his  wonted  confidence  returns,  365 

With  his  firft  fires  his  daring  bofom  burns ; 

As  if  fecure  of  vidlory,  he  Hands, 

And  fearlefs  thus  befpeaks  the  liftening  bands  : 

Ye  warriors  !  who  have  made  your  Caefar  great. 
On  whom  the  world,  on  whom  my  fortunes  wait,    370 
To-day,  the  gods,  whate'er  you  wifh,  afford. 
And  fate  attends  on  the  deciding  fvvord. 
By  your  firm  aid  alone  your  leader  Hands, 
And  truib  his  all  to  your  long-fiithful  hands. 
Tnii  day  Ihall  make  our  promis'd  glories  good,   375 
The  hopes  of  Rubicon's  diftinguifli'd  flood. 
For  this  blell  morn  we  trufted  long  to  fate, 
Deferr'd  our  fame,  and  bad  the  triumph  wait. 
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This  day,  my  gallant  friends,  this  happy  day. 

Shall  the  long  labours  of  your  arms  repay;  380 

Shall  give  you  back  to  every  joy  of  life. 

To  the  lov'd  offspring  and  the  tender  wife  ; 

Shall  find  my  veteran  out  a  fafe  retreat. 

And  lodge  his  age  within  a  peaceful  feat. 

The  long  difpute  of  guilt  fhall  now  be  clear'd,     385 

And  conqueft  fhall  the  jufter  caufe  reward. 

Have  you,  for  me,  with  fword  and  fire  laid  wafle 

Your  country's  bleeding  bofom,  as  you  paft  ? 

Let  the  fame  fwords  as  boldly  ilrike  to-day. 

And  the  laft  wounds  fhall  wipe  the  firll  away.       390 

Whatever  faftion's  partial  notions  are. 

No  hand  is  wholly  innocent  in  war. 

Yours  is  the  caufe  to  which  my  vows  are  join*d, 

I  feek  to  make  you  free,  and  mailers  of  mankind. 

I  have  no  hopes,  no  wifhes  of  my  own,  395 

But  well  could  hide  me  in  a  private  gown  : 

At  my  expence  of  fame,  exalt  your  powers. 

Let  me  be  nothing,  fo  the  world  be  yours. 

Nor  think  the  tafk  too  bloody  fhall  be  found. 

With  eafy  glory  fhall  our  arms  be  crown 'd  :  400 

Yon  hoft  come  learn'd  in  academic  rules, 

A  band  of  difputants  from  Grecian  fchools. 

To  thefe,  luxurious  eallern  crouds  are  join'd. 

Of  many  a  tongue,  and  many  a  different  kind  : 

Their  own  firll  fliouts  fhall  fill  each  foul  with  fears. 

And  their  own  trumpets  fhock  their  tender  ears,  406 

Unjuftly  this,  a  civil  war,  we  call. 

Where  none  but  foes  of  Rome,  barbarians,  fall. 
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On  then,  my  friends !  and  end  it  at  a  blow ; 
Lay  thefe  foft,  lazy,  worthlefs  nations  low.  410 

Shew  Pompey,  that  fubdu'd  them,  with  what  eafe 
Your  valour  gains  fuch  vi(5lories  as  thefe : 
Shew  him,  if  juftice  ftill  the  palm  confers. 
One  triumph  was  too  much  for  all  his  wars. 
From  diftant  Tigris  Ihall  Armenians  come,  41^ 

To  judge  between  the  citizens  of  Rome  ? 
Will  fierce  barbarian  aliens  wafte  their  blood. 
To  make  the  caufe  of  Latian  Pompey  good  ? 
Believe  me,  no.     To  them  we  are  all  the  fame. 
They  hate  alike  the  whole  Aufonian  name;  420 

But  mofl  thofe  haughty  mafters  whom  they  know. 
Who  taught  their  fervile  vanquifh'd  necks  to  bow. 
Mean-while,  as  round  my  joyful  eyes  are  rolPd, 
None  but  my  try'd  companions  I  behold ; 
For  years  in  Gaul  we  made  our  hard  abode,         425 
And  many  a  march  in  partnerfhip  have  trod. 
Is  there  a  foldier  to  your  chief  unknown  ? 
A  fword,  to  whom  I  truft  not,  like  my  own  ? 
Could  I  not  mark  each  javelin  in  the  fky. 
And  fay  from  whom  the  fatal  weapons  fly?  430 

Ev'n  now  I  view  aufpicious  furies  rife. 
And  rage  redoubled  flafhes  in  your  eyes. 
With  joy  thofe  omens  of  fuccefs  I  read. 
And  fee  the  certain  viflory  decreed ; 
I  fee  the  purple  deluge  float  the  plain,  435 

Huge  piles  of  carnage,  nations  of  the  flain  : 
Dead  chiefs,  with  mangled  monarchs,  I  furvey. 
And  the  pale  fenate  crowns  the  glorious  day. 
VOL.  XXIX.  <^ 
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But,  oh  !  forgive  my  tedious  lavifh  tongue. 

Your  eager  virtue  I  withhold  too  long  ;  440 

My  foul  exults  with  hopes  too  fierce  to  bear, 

I  feel  good  fortune  and  the  gods  draw  near. 

All  we  can  afk,  with  full  confent  they  yield. 

And  nothing  bars  us  but  this  narrow  field. 

The  battle  o'er,  what  boon  can  I  deny  ?  445 

The  treafures  of  the  world  before  you  lie. 

Oh,  Theflaly  1  what  liars,  what  powers  divine. 

To  thy  diftinguifh'd  land  this  great  event  affign  ? 

Between  extremes,  to-day  our  fortune  lies. 

The  vilell  punifhment,  and  nobleft  prize.  450 

Confider  well  the  captive's  loft  eftate. 

Chains,  racks,  and  croffes,  for  the  vanquifh'd  wait. 

My  limbs  are  each  allotted  to  its  place. 

And  my  pale  head  the  Rollrum's  height  fhall  grace  : 

But  that  's  a  thought  unworthy  Caefar's  care,        455 

More  for  my  friends  than  for  myfelf  I  fear. 

On  my  good  fword  fecurely  I  rely. 

And,  if  I  conquer  not,  am  fure  to  die. 

But,  oh  !  for  you  my  anxious  foul  forefees, 

Pompey  fliall  copy  Sylla's  curft  decrees ;  460 

The  Martian  field  Ihall  blufh  with  gore  again. 

And  mafiacres  once  more  the  peaceful  Septa  (lain. 

Hear,  oh  1  ye  gods,  who  in  Rome's  ftrugglings  fliare. 

Who  leave  your  heaven,  to  make  our  earth  your  care ; 

Hear,  and  let  him  the  happy  viilor  live,  465 

Who  fhall  with  mercy  ufe  the  power  you  give ; 

Whofe  rage  for  flaughter  with  the  war  fhall  ceafe. 

And  fpare  his  vanquifh'd  enemies  in  peace. 
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Nor  is  Dyrrhachium's  fatal  field  forgot. 

Nor  what  was  then  our  brave  companions  lot;      470 

When,  by  advantage  of  the  ftraiter  ground, 

Succefsful  Pompey  compafs'd  us  around ; 

When  quite  difarm'd  your  ufelefs  valour  flood. 

Till  his  fell  fword  was  fatiated  with  blood.  474 

But  gentler  hands,  but  nobler  hearts  you  bear. 

And,  oh  !  remember  't  is  your  leader's  prayer. 

Whatever  Roman  flies  before  you,  fpare. 

But,  while  oppos'd  and  menacing  they  ftand. 

Let  no  regard  withhold  the  lifted  hand  : 

Let  friendlhip,  kindred,  all  remorfe,  give  place,  480 

And  mangling  wounds  deform  the  reverend  face  : 

Still  let  refinance  be  repaid  with  blood. 

And  hoftile  force  by  hoftile  force  fubdued ; 

Stranger,  or  friend,  whatever  be  the  name. 

Your  merit  fl:ill,  to  Casfar,  is  the  fame.  485 

Fill  then  the  trenches,  break  the  ramparts  round. 

And  let  our  works  lie  level  with  the  ground ; 

So  fhall  no  obftacles  our  march  delay. 

Nor  flop  one  moment  our  victorious  way. 

Nor  fpare  your  camp ;  this  night  we  mean  to  lie  490 

In  that  from  whence  the  vanquifli'd  foe  fhall  fly. 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when,  fudden  at  the  word. 
They  feize  the  lance,  and  draw  the  fhining  fword  : 
At  once  the  turfy  fences  all  lie  wafle. 
And  through  the  breach  the  crouding  legions  halle ;  495 
Regardlefs  all  of  order  and  array 
They  ftand,  and  truft  to  fate  alone  the  day. 
Each  had  proposed  an  empire  to  be  won. 
Had  each  once  known  a  Pompey  for  his  fon  5 
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Had  Caefar's  foul  inform'd  each  private  breaft,    50C^ 
A  fiercer  fury  could  not  be  exprefs'd. 

With  fad  prefages,  Pompey,  now,  beheld 
His  foes  advancing  o'er  the  neighbouring  field : 
He  faw  the  gods  had  fix'd  the  day  of  fate. 
And  felt  his  heart  hang  heavy  with  new  weight.  505 
Dire  is  the  omen  when  the  valiant  fear. 
Which  yet  he  ftrove  to  hide,  with  well-difTembled  cheer. 
High  on  his  warrior  fteed,  the  chief  o'er-ran 
The  wide  array,  and  thus  at  length  began  : 

The  time  to  eafe  your  groaning  country's  pain,  5  lO 
Which  long  your  eager  valour  fought  in  vain ; 
The  great  deciding  hour  at  length  is  come. 
To  end  the  ftrivings  of  diflrafted  Rome  : 
For  this  one  laft  effort  exert  your  power. 
Strike  home  to-day,  and  all  your  toils  are  o'er.    5 1 5 
If  the  dear  pledges  of  connubial  love. 
Your  houfliold-gods,  and  Rome,  your  fouls  can  move. 
Hither  by  fate  they  feem  together  brought. 
And  for  that  prize,  to-day,  the  battle  Ihall  be  fought. 
Xet  none  the  favouring  gods'  affiHance  fear;        520 
They  always  make  the  jufter  caufe  their  care. 
The  flying  dart  to  Cafar  fhall  they  guide. 
And  point  the  fword  at  his  devoted  fide : 
Our  injur'd  laws  fliall  be  on  him  made  good. 
And  liberty  eftablilh'd  in  Ms  blood.  525 

Could  heaven,  in  violence  of  wrath,  ordain 
The  world  to  groan  beneath  a  tyrant's  reign. 
It  had  not  fpar'd  your  Pompey's  head  fo  long. 
Nor  lengthened  out  my  age  to  fee  the  wrong. 
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All  we  can  wifli  for,  to  fecure  fuccefs,  530 

With  large  advantage,  here,  our  arms  poflefs : 
See,  in  the  ranks  of  every  common  band. 
Where  Rome's  illuftrious  names  for  foldiers  ftand. 
Could  the  great  dead  revifit  life  again. 
For  us,  once  more,  the  Decii  would  be  flain ;      535 
The  Curii,  and  Camilli,  might  we  boaft. 
Proud  to  be  mingled  in  this  noblefl  hoft. 
If  men,  if  multitudes,  can  make  us  ftrong. 
Behold  what  tribes  unnumber'd  march  along  ! 
Where-e'er  the  Zodiac  turns  its  radiant  round,   540 
Where-ever  earth,  or  people,  can  be  found  ; 
To  us  the  nations  iiTue  foi-th  in  fwarms. 
And  in  Rome's  caufe  all  human  nature  arms. 
What  then  remains,  but  that  our  wings  inclofe. 
Within  their  ample  folds,  our  fhrinking  foes  ?      545 
Thoufands,  and  thoufands,  ufelefs,  may  we  fpare; 
Yon  handful  will  not  half  employ  our  war. 
Think,  from  the  fummit  of  the  Roman  wall. 
You  hear  our  loud  lamenting  matrons  call ; 
Think  with  what  tears,  what  lifted  hands,  they  fue,  550 
Atd  place  their  laft,  their  only  hopes  in  you. 
Imagine  kneeling  age  before  you  fpread. 
Each  hoary  reverend  majeflic  head ; 
Imagine,  Rome  herfelf  your  aid  implor'd. 
To  fave  her  from  a  proud  imperious  lord.  55^ 

Tliink  how  the  prefent  age,  how  that  to  come. 
What  multitudes  from  you  expedl  their  doom : 
On  your  fuccefs  dependant  all  rely  ; 
Thefe  to  be  born  in  freedom,  thofe  to  die, 
<^3 


°5 

} 


a30  R  O  W  E  's    P  O  E  M  S. 

Think  (if  tliere  be  a  thought  can  move  you  more,  560 

A  pledge  more  dear  than  thofe  I  nam'd  before) 

Think  you  behold  (were  fuch  a  pofture  meet) 

Ev'n  me,  your  Pompey,  proflrate  at  your  feet. 

Myfelf,  my  wife,  my  fons,  a  fuppliant  band. 

From  you  our  lives  and  liberties  demand;  565 

Or  conquer  you,  or  I,  to  exile  born. 

My  lall  dilhonourable  years  fhall  mourn. 

Your  long  reproach,  and  my  proud  father's  fcorn. 

From  bonds,  from  infamy,  your  general  fave. 

Nor  let  his  hoary  head  defcend  to  earth  a  flave.  570 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  the  faithful  legions  round. 
With  indignation  caught  the  mournful  found ; 
Falfely,  they  think,  his  fears  thofe  dangers  view. 
But  vow  to  die,  ere  Casfar  proves  them  true. 
What  diifering  thoughts  the  various  hofts  incite,  575 
And  urge  their  deadly  ardour  for  the  fight ! 
Thofe  bold  ambition  kindles  into  rage. 
And  thefe  their  fears  for  liberty  epgage. 
How  fhall  this  day  the  peopled  earth  deface. 
Prevent  mankind,  and  rob  the  growing  race  !       580 
Tliough  all  the  years  to  come  fhould  roll  in  peace. 
And  future  ages  bring  their  whole  increafe ; 
Though  nature  all  her  genial  powers  employ. 
All  fhall  not  yield  what  thefe  curft  hands  deftroy. 
Soon  fhall  the  greatnefs  of  the  Roman  name,        585 
To  unbelieving  ears,  be  told  by  fame  ', 
Low  fhall  the  mighty  Latian  towers  be  laid. 
And  ruins  crown  our  Alban  mountain's  head  ; 
While  yearly  magiftrates,  in  turns  compell'd 
To  lodge  by  night  upon  th'uncover'd  field,         590 
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Shall  at  old  doting  Numa's  laws  repine. 
Who  could  to  fuch  bleak  wilds  his  Latine  rites  affign. 
Ev'n  now  behold !  where  wafte  Hefperia  lies. 
Where  empty  cities  fhock  our  mournful  eyes ; 
Untouch'd  by  time,  our  infamy  they  ftand,  595 

The  marks  of  civil  difcord's  murderous  hand. 
How  is  the  flock  of  human-kind  brought  low  ! 
Walls  want  inhabitants,  and  hands  the  plow. 
Our  fathers  fertile  fields  by  flaves  are  tillM, 
And  Rome  with  dregs  of  foreign  lands  is  fill'd  :  600 
Such  were  the  heaps,  the  millions  of  the  ilain. 
As  't  were  the  purpofe  of  Emathia's  plain. 
That  none  for  future  mifchiefs  ihould  remain. 
Well  may  our  annals  lefs  misfortunes  yield, 
Mark  Allia's  flood,  and  Canns's  fatal  field  ;        605 
But  let  Pharfalia's  day  be  ftill  forgot. 
Be  ras'd  at  once  from  every  Roman  thought. 
'T  was  there,  that  fortune,  in  her  pride,  difplay'd. 
The  greatnefs  her  own  mighty  hands  had  made; 
Forth  in  array  the  powers  of  Rome  fhe  drew,       610 
And  fet  her  fubjed  nations  all  to  view ; 
As  if  fhe  meant  to  fhew  the  haughty  queen, 
Ev'n  by  her  ruins,  what  her  height  had  been. 
Oh  countlefs  lofs !  that  well  might  have  fupply'd 
The  defolation  of  all  deaths  befide.  615 

Though  famine  with  blue  peftilence  confpire. 
And  dreadful  earthquakes  with  deflroying  fire ; 
Pharfalia's  blood  the  gaping  wounds  had  join'd. 
And  built  again  the  ruins  of  mankind. 
Immortal  gods !  with  what  refiftlefs  force,  620 

Our  growing  empire  ran  its  rapid  courfe ! 
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Still  every  year  with  new  fuccefs  was  crown'd. 
And  conquering  chiefs  enlarge  the  Latian  bound ; 
Till  Rome  Hood  miftrefs  of  the  world  confefs'd. 
From  the  gray  orient,  to  the  ruddy  weft;  625 

From  pole  to  pole,  her  wide  dominions  run, 
Where-e'er  the  ftars,  or  brighter  Phoebus  (hone 
As  heaven  and  earth  were  made  for  her  alone. 
But  now,  behold,  how  fortune  tears  away 
The  gift  of  ages  in  one  fatal  day  !  630 

One  day  Ihakes  oft*  the  vanquifti'd  Indians  chain. 
And  turns  the  wandering  Daa^  loofe  again : 
No  longer  fliall  the  vidlor  conful  now 
Trace  our  Sarmatian  cities  with  the  plow  : 
Exulting  Parthia  ftiall  her  flaughters  boaft,  635 

Nor  feel  the  vengeance  due  to  Crafliis*  ghoft. 
While  liberty,  long  wearied  by  our  crimes, 
Forfakes  us  for  fome  better  barbarous  climes ; 
Beyond  the  Rhine  and  Tanai's  ftie  flies. 
To  fnowy  mountains,  and  to  frozen  fkies ;  640 

While  Rome,  who  long  purfu'd  that  chiefeft  good. 
O'er  fields  of  flaughter,  and  through  feas  of  blood. 
In  flavery,  her  abje<5l  ftate  fliall  mourn. 
Nor  dare  to  hope  the  goddefs  will  return. 
Why  were  we  ever  free  ?  Oh  why  has  heaven      645 
A  fliort-liv'd  tranfitory  blefling  given  ? 
Of  thee,  iirft  Brutus,  juftly  we  complain  !  ^ 

Why  didft  thou  break  thy  groaning  country's  chain,  > 
And  end  the  proud  lafcivious  tyrant's  reign  ?  J 

Why  did  thy  patriot  hand  on  Rome  beftow  650 

Laws,  and  her  confuls  righteous  rule  to  know? 
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In  fervitude  more  happy  had  we  been. 

Since  Romulus  iiril  wall'd  his  refuge  in, 

Ev'n  fmce  the  twice  fix  vultures  bad  him  build. 

To  this  curil:  period  of  Pharfalia's  field.  655; 

Medes  and  Arabians  of  the  flavifh  Eaft 

Beneath  eternal  bondage  may  be  blefl: ; 

While,  of  a  differing  mold  and  nature,  we. 

From  fire  to  fon  accuflom'd  to  be  free. 

Peel  indignation  rifmg  in  our  blood,  660 

And  blufh  to  wear  the  chains  that  make  them  proud. 

Can  there  be  gods,  who  rule  yon  azure  Iky  ? 

Can  they  behold  Emathia  from  on  high. 

And  yet  forbear  to  bid  their  lightnings  fly 

Is  it  the  bufmefs  of  a  thundering  Jove,  665 

To  rive  the  rocks,  and  blall  the  guiltlefs  grove  ? 

While  Caflius  holds  the  balance  in  his  ftead. 

And  wreaks  due  vengeance  on  the  tyrant's  head. 

The  fun  ran  back  from  Atreus'  monftrous  feaft. 

And  his  fair  beams  in  murky  clouds  fupprefs'd;   670 

Why  Ihines  he  now  ?  why  lends  his  golden  light 

To  thefe  worfe  parricides,  this  more  accurfed  fight  ? 

But  chance  guides  all ;  the  gods  their  talk  forego. 

And  providence  no  longer  reigns  below.  674 

Yet  are  they  juft,  and  fome  revenge  afford 

While  their  own  heavens  are  humbled  by  the  fwordj 

And  the  proud  vidors,  like  themfelves,  ador'd 

With  rays  adorn'd,  with  thunders  arm'd  they  ftand. 

And  incenfe,  prayers,  and  facrifice  demand ; 

While  trembling,  flavifh,  fuperftitious  Rome,      680 

Swears  by  a  mortal  wretch,  that  moulders  in  a  tomb* 
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Now  either  hoft  the  middle  plain  had  pafsM, 
And  front  to  front  in  threatening  ranks  were  plac'd  ; 
Then  every  well-known  feature  flood  to  view. 
Brothers  their  brothers,  fons  their  fathers  knew.  685 
Then  firft  they  feel  the  curfe  of  civil  hate, 
Mark  where  their  mifchiefs  are  aflign'd  by  fate. 
And  fee  from  whom  themfelves  deflru6lion  wait. 
Stupid  a  while,  and  at  a  gaze,  they  flood, 
"While  creeping  horror  froze  the  lazy  blood  :  690 

Some  fmali  remains  of  piety  withftand. 
And  ftop  the  javelin  in  the  lifted  hand  ; 
Remorfe  for  one  ihort  moment  ftepp'd  between. 
And  mo'donlefs,  as  llatues,  all  were  feen. 
And  oh  !  what  favage  fury  could  engage,  695 

While  lingering  Casfar  yet  fufpends  his  rage  ? 
For  him,  ye  gods !  for  Craftinus,  whofe  fpear 
With  impious  eagernefs  began  the  war. 
Some  more  than  common  punilhment  prepare  ; 
Beyond  the  grave  long  lafting  plagues  ordain,      700 
Surviving  fenfe,  and  never  ceafmg  pain. 
Straight,  at  the  fatal  fignal,  all  around 
A  thoufand  fifes,  a  thoufand  clarions,  found; 
Beyond  where  clouds,  or  glancing  lightnings  fly. 
The  piercing  clangors  flrike  the  vaulted  fky.        705 
The  joining  battles  Ihout,  and  the  loud  peal 
Bounds  from  the  hill,  and  thunders  down  the  vale; 
Old  Pelion's  caves  the  doubling  roar  return. 
And  Octa's  rocks  and  groaning  Pindus  mourn ; 
From  pole  to  pole  the  tumult  fpreads  afar,  710 

And  the  world  trembles  at  the  diftant  war. 
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Now  flit  the  thrilling  darts  through  liquid  air. 
And  various  vows  from  various  mailers  bear  : 
Some  feek  the  nobleft  Roman  heart  to  wound. 
And  fome  to  err  upon  the  guiltlefs  ground ;  715 

While  chance  decrees  the  blood  that  Ihall  be  fpilt. 
And  blindly  fcatters  innocence  and  guilt. 
But  random  Ihafts  too  fcanty  death  afford, 
A  civU  war  is  bufinefs  for  the  fword  : 
Where  face  to  face  the  parricides  may  meet,         720 
Know  whom  they  kill,  and  make  the  crime  complete. 

Firm  in  the  front,  with  joining  bucklers  clos'd. 
Stood  the  Pompeian  infantry  difpos'd  ; 
So  crouded  was  the  fpace,  it  fcarce  affords  724 

The  power  to  tofs  their  piles,  or  wield  their  fwords. 
Forward,  thus  thick  embattled  though  they  Hand, 
With  headlong  wrath  rulh  furious  Casfar's  band; 
In  vain  the  lifted  Ihield  their  rage  retards. 
Of  plaited  mail  devoted  bofoms  guards ; 
Through  fhields,  through  mail,  the  wounding  wea- 
pons go,  73G 
And  to  the  heart  drive  home  each  deadly  blow; 
Oh  rage  ill  match 'd  !   Oh  much  unequal  war. 
Which  thofe  wage  proudly,  and  thefe  tamely  bear ! 
Thefe,  by  cold,  ftupid  piety  difarm'd  ;  734 
Thofe,  by  hot  blood,  and  fmoking  (laughter  warm'd. 
Nor  in  fufpenfe  uncertain  fortune  hung. 
But  yields,  o'ermafter'd  by  a  power  too  ftrong, 
And  borne  by  fate's  impetuous  ftream  along. 

From  Pompey's  ample  v/ings,  at  length  the  horfe 
Wide  o'er  the  plain  extending  take  their  courfe;  740 


arm  a. 


as^  R  O  W  E's    P  O  E  M  S. 

Wheeling  around  the  hoftile  line  they  wind. 

While  lightly  arm'd  the  Ihot  fucceed  behind. 

In  various  ways  the  various  bands  engage. 

And  hurl  upon  the  foe  the  miffile  rage : 

There  fiery  darts  and  rocky  fragments  fly,  745 

And  heating  bullets  whilUe  through  the  fky  : 

Of  feather'd  (hafts,  a  cloud  thick  Ihading  goes. 

From  Arab,  Mede,  and  Ituraean  bows : 

But  driven  by  random  aim  they  feldom  wound ;   749 

At  firll  they  hide  the  heaven,  then  ftrew  the  ground ; 

While  Roman  hands  unerring  mifchief  fend. 

And  certain  deaths  on  every  pile  attend. 

But  Caefar,  timely  careful  to  fupport 
His  wavering  front  againft  the  firll  effort, 
Ha^  plac'd  his  bodies  of  referve  behind,  755 

And  the  ftrong  rear  with  chofen  cohorts  Iin*d. 
There,  as  the  carelefs  foe  the  fight  purfue, 
A  fudden  band  and  liable  forth  he  drew  ; 
When  foon,  oh  fhame !  the  loofe  barbarians  yield. 
Scattering  their  broken  fquadrons  o'er  the  field,  76a 
And  Ihevv,  too  late,  that  (laves  attempt  in  vain. 
The  facred  caufe  of  freedom  to  maintain. 
The  fiery  Heeds,  impatient  of  a  wound. 
Hurl  their  neglefted  riders  to  the  ground ; 
Or  on  their  friends  with  rage  ungovern'd  turn,     765 
And  trampling  o'er  the  helplefs  foot  are  borne. 
Hence  foul  confufion  and  difmay  fucceed. 
The  vidlors  murder,  and  the  vanquilh'd  bleed  : 
Their  weary  hands  the  tir'd  deftroyers  ply. 
Scarce  can  thcfe  kill,  fo  fall  as  thofe  can  die.       770 
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Oh,  that  Emathia's  ruthlefs  guilty  plain 
Had  been  contented  with  this  only  ftain ; 
With  thefe  rude  bones  had  flrewn  her  verdure  o'er. 
And  dy'd  her  fprings  with  none  but  Afian  gore  ! 
But  if  fo  keen  her  thirfl:  for  Roman  blood,  775 

Let  none  but  Romans  make  the  flaughter  good ; 
Let  not  a  Mede  nor  Cappadocian  fall. 
No  bold  Iberian,  or  rebellious  Gaul : 
Let  thefe  alone  furvive  for  times  to  come. 
And  be  the  future  citizens  of  Rome,  7 So 

But  fear  on  all  alike  her  powers  employ 'd. 
Did  Caefar's  bufmefs,  and  like  fate  deftroy'd. 
Prevailing  ftill  the  vidlors  held  their  courfe. 
Till  Pompey's  main  referve  oppos'd  their  force  ; 
There,  in  his  llrength,  the  chief  unfhaken  ftood,  785 
Repell'd  the  foe,  and  made  the  combat  good ; 
There  in  fufpenfe  th'  uncertain  battle  hung. 
And  Caefar's  favouring  goddefs  doubted  long ; 
There  no  proud  monarchs  led  their  vaffals  on. 
Nor  eaftern  bands  in  gorgeous  purple  fhone ;        7 90 
There  the  laft  force  of  laws  and  freedom  lay. 
And  Roman  patriots  ilruggled  for  the  day. 
What  parricides  the  guilty  fcene  affords ! 
Sires,  fons,  and  brothers,  rufh  on  mutual  fwords  ! 
There  every  facred  bond  of  nature  bleeds ;  795 

There  met  the  war's  worft  rage,  and  C^far's  black- 
eft  deeds. 
But,  oh  !  my  Mufe,  the  mournful  theme  forbear. 
And  ftay  thy  lamentable  numbers  here ; 
Let  not  my  verfe  to  future  times  convey 
What  Rome  committed  on  this  dreadful  day ;       800 
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In  fhades  and  lilence  hide  her  crimes  from  fame. 
And  fpare  thy  miferable  country's  fhame. 

But  Csefar's  rage  {hall  with  oblivion  flrive. 
And  for  eternal  infamy  furvive. 
From  rank  to  rank,  unweary'd,  ftill  he  flies,       805 
And  with  new  fires  their  fainting  wrath  fuppHes. 
His  greedy  eyes  each  fign  of  guilt  explore. 
And  mark  whofe  fword  is  deepell:  dy'd  in  gore  ; 
Obferve  where  pity  and  remorfe  prevail,  809 

What  arm  ftrikes  faintly,  and  what  cheek  turns  pale. 
Or,  while  he  rides  the  flaughter'd  heaps  around. 
And  views  fome  foe  expiring  on  the  ground. 
His  cruel  hands  the  gufliing  blood  reftrain. 
And  ftrive  to  keep  the  parting  foul  in  pain  : 
As  when  Bellona  drives  the  world  to  war,  8 1 5 

Or  Mars  comes  thundering  in  his  Thracian  car; 
Rage  horrible  darts  from  his  Gorgon  Ihield, 
And  gloomy  terror  broods  upon  the  field ; 
Hate,  fell  and  fierce,  the  dreadful  gods  impart. 
And  urge  the  vengeful  warrior's  heaving  heart ;  820 
The  many  (liout,  arms  clafli,  the  wounded  cry, 
Aud  one  promifcuous  peal  groans  upwards  to  the  iky. 
Nor  furious  Caefar,  on  Emathia's  plains, 
Lefs  terribly  the  mortal  ftrife  fuftains : 
Each  hand  unarmed  he  fills  with  means  of  death,  825 
And  cooling  wrath  rekindles  at  his  breath  : 
Now  with  his  voice,  his  gefture  now,  he  ftrives. 
Now  with  his  lance  the  lagging  foldier  drives  : 
The  weak  he  ftrengthens,  and  confirms  the  llrong. 
And  hurries  war's  impetuous  ftream  along,  S^o 
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Strike  home,  he  cries,  and  let  your  fwords  erafe 
Each  well-known  feature  of  the  kindred  face  : 
Nor  wafte  your  fury  on  the  vulgar  band ; 
See  !  where  the  hoary  doting  fenate  ftand  ; 
There  laws  and  right  at  once  you  may  confound,  835 
And  liberty  Ihall  bleed  at  every  wound. 

The  curs'd  deftroyer  fpoke  ;  and,  at  the  word. 
The  purple  nobles  funk  beneath  the  fword  : 
The  dying  patriots  groan  upon  the  ground, 
illuftrious  names,  for  love  of  laws  renown'd.         840 
The  great  Metelli  and  Torquati  bleed. 
Chiefs  worthy,  if  the  ftate  had  fo  decreed. 
And  Pompey  were  not  there,  mankind  to  lead. 
.  Say  thou  1  thy  finking  country's  only  prop. 
Glory  of  Rome,  and  liberty's  lall  hope  ;  845 

What  helm,  oh  Brutus  !  could,  amidft  the  croud. 
Thy  facred  undiftinguifh'd  vifage  fhroud  ? 
Where  fought  thy  arm  that  day !  But,  ah  !  forbear ! 
Nor  rufli  unwary  on  the  pointed  fpear ; 
Seek  not  to  haften  on  untimely  fate,  8^& 

But  patient  for  thy  own  Emathia  wait : 
Nor  hunt  fierce  C^far  on  tliis  bloody  plain. 
To-day  thy  fteel  purfues  his  life  in  vain. 
Somewhat  is  wanting  to  the  tyrant  yet. 
To  make  the  meafure  of  his  crimes  complete;      855 
As  yet  he  has  not  every  law  defy'd. 
Nor  reach'd  the  utmoft  heights  of  daring  pride. 
Ere  long  thou  ihalt  behold  him  Rome's  proud  lord. 
And  ripen 'd  by  ambition  for  thy  fword  ;  859 

Then,  thy  griev'd  country  vengeance  Ihall  demand. 
And  afk  the  vidim  at  thy  righteous  hand. 
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Among  huge  heaps  of  the  Patrician  flain. 
And  Latian  chiefs,  who  ftrew'd  that  purple  plaiiti 
Recording  Ilory  has  diiHnguifh'd  well. 
How  brave,  unfortunate  Domitius  fell.  86^ 

In  every  lofs  of  Pompey  ftill  he  fhar'd. 
And  dy'd  in  liberty,  the  bell  reward ; 
Though  vanquiih'd  oft  by  Casfar,  ne'er  enllav'd, 
Ev'n  to  the  laft,  the  tyrant's  power  he  brav'd  :    869 
Mark'd  o'er  with  many  a  glorious  ftreaming  wound. 
In  pleafure  funk  the  warrior  to  the  ground ; 
No  longer  forc'd  on  vileft  terms  to  live. 
For  chance  to  doom,  and  Caefar  to  forgive. 
Him,  as  he  pafs'd  infulting  o'er  the  field, 
Roll'd  in  his  blood,  the  viftor  proud  beheld  :       Sy^ 
And  can,  he  cry'd,  the  fierce  Domitius  fall, 
Forfake  his  Pompey,  and  expefting  Gaul  ? 
Mull  the  war  lofe  that  ftill  fuccefsful  fword. 
And  my  negledled  province  want  a  lord  ? 
He  fpoke  ;  when,  lifting  flow  his  doling  eyes,     880 
Fearlefs  the  dying  Roman  thus  replies : 
Since  wickednefs  ftands  unrewarded  yet. 
Nor  Caefar's  arms  their  wifh'd  fuccefs  have  met ; 
Free  and  rejoicing  to  the  fhades  1  go. 
And  leave  my  chief  ftill  equal  to  his  foe ;  885 

And  if  my  hopes  divine  thy  doom  aright. 
Yet  fhalt  thou  bow  thy  vanquifh'd  head  ere  night. 
Dire  puniflimcnts  the  righteous  gods  decree. 
For  injur'd  Rome,  for  Pompey,  and  for  me  ; 
In  hell's  dark  realms  thy  tortures  I  Ihall  know,    893 
And  hear  thy  ghoft  lamenting  loud  below. 
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He  faid;  and  foon  the  leaden  fleep  prevail'd. 
And  everlalling  night  his  eyelids  feal'd. 

But,  oh  !  what  grief  the  ruin  can  deplore  ! 
What  verfe  can  run  the  various  flaughter  o'er  !    895 
For  lefTer  woes  our  forrows  may  we  keep ; 
No  tears  fuffice,  a  d  ying  world  to  weep. 
In  differing  groups  ten  thoufand  deaths  arife. 
And  horrors  manifold  the  foul  furprize. 
Here  the  whole  man  is  open'd  at  a  wound,  900 

And  gulhing  bowels  pour  upon  the  ground : 
Another  through  the  gaping  jaws  is  gor'd. 
And  in  his  utmoft  throat  receives  the  fword : 
At  once,  a  fmgle  blow  a  third  extends  ; 
The  fourth  a  living  trunk  difmember'd  Hands.      905 
Some  in  their  brealls  ereft  the  javelin  bear. 
Some  cling  to  earth  with  the  transfixing  fpear. 
Here,  like  a  fountain,  fprings  a  purple  flood. 
Spouts  on  the  foe,  and  ftains  his  arms  with  blood. 
There  horrid  brethren  on  their  brethren  prey ;     910 
One  ftarts,  and  hurls  a  well-known  head  away. 
While  fome  detefled  fon,  with  impious  ire. 
Lops  by  the  Ihoulders  clofe  his  hoary  fire  : 
Ev*n  his  rude  fellows  damn  the  curfed  deed. 
And  baftard-born  the  murderer  aread.  91^ 

No  private  houfe  its  lofs  lamented  then. 
But  count  the  flain  by  nations,  not  by  men. 
Here  Grecian  ftreams,  and  Afiatic  run. 
And  Roman  torrents  drive  the  deluge  on. 
More  than  the  world  at  once  was  given  away,      920 
And  late  pofterity  was  loft  that  day  : 
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A  race  of  future  flaves  receiv'd  their  doom. 

And  children  yet  unborn  were  overcome. 

How  fhall  our  miferable  fons  complain. 

That  they  are  born  beneath  a  tyrant's  reign?        925 

Did  our  bafe  hands,  with  juftice  fliall  they  fay. 

The  facred  caufe  of  liberty  betray  ? 

V/hy  have  our  fathers  given  us  up  a  prey  ? 

Their  age,  to  ours,  the  curfe  of  bondage  leaves; 

Themfelves  were  cowards,  and  begot  us  flaves.    930 

'Tisjuft;  and  Fortune,  that  impos'd  a  lord. 
One  flruggle  for  their  freedom  might  afford; 
Might  leave  their  hands  their  proper  caufe  to  fight. 
And  let  them  keep,  or  lofe  themfelves,  their  right. 

But  Pompey,  now,  the  fate  of  Rome  defcry'd,  935 
And  faw  the  changing  gods  forfake  her  fide. 
Hard  to  believe,  though  from  a  rifmg  ground 
He  view'd  the  univerfal  ruin  round. 
In  crimfon  flreams  he  fav/  deflruftion  run. 
And  in  the  fall  of  thoufands  felfhis  own.  940 

Nor  wifh'd  he,  like  moft  wretches  in  defpair. 
The  world  one  common  mifery  might  fhare  : 
But  with  a  generous,  great,  exalted  mind, 
Befought  the  gods  to  pity  poor  mankind. 
To  let  him  die,  and  leave  the  reft  behind  : 
This  hope  came  fmiling  to  his  anxious  breaft,       946 
For  this  his  enrncft  vows  were  thus  addrefs'd: 
Spare  man,  ye  gods !  oh,  let  the  nations  live  ! 
Let  me  be  wretched,  but  let  Rome  furvive. 
Or  if  this  head  fufficcs  not  alone,  950 

My  wife,  my  fons,  your  anger  fliall  atone  : 
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If  blood  the  yet  unfated  war  demand. 
Behold  my  pledges  left  in  fortune's  hand  ! 
Ye  cruel  powers,  who  urge  me  with  your  hate. 
At  length  behold  me  crudi'd  beneath  the  weight:  955 
Give  then  your  long-purfuing  vengeance  o'er. 
And  fpare  the  world  fince  I  can  lofe  no  more. 
So  faying,  the  tumultuous  field  he  crofs'd. 
And  warn'd  from  battle  his  defpairing  hoft. 
Gladly  the  pains  of  death  he  had  explor'd,  960 

And  fall'n  undaunted  on  his  pointed  fword ; 
Had  he  not  fear'd  th'  example  might  fucceed. 
And  faithful  nations  by  his  fide  would  bleed. 
Or  did  his  fwelling  foul  difdain  to  die. 
While  his  infulting  father  flood  fo  nigh  ?  965 

Fly  where  he  will,  the  gods  fhall  Hill  purfue. 
Nor  his  pale  head  fhall  'fcape  the  vidlor's  view. 
Or  elfe,  perhaps,  and  Fate  the  thought  approv'd. 
For  her  dear  fake  he  fled,  whom  bell  he  lov'd  : 
Malicious  Fortune  to  his  wifh  agreed,  970 

And  gave  him  in  Cornelia's  fight  to  bleed. 
Borne  by  his  winged  fteed  at  length  away. 
He  quits  the  purple  plain  and  yields  the  day. 
Fearlefs  of  danger,  ftill  fecure  and  great. 
His  daring  fcul  fupports  his  loft  eftate;  975 

Nor  groans  his  breaft,  nor  fwell  his  eyes  with  tears. 
But  Hill  the  fame  majeftic  form  he  wears. 
An  awful  grief  fat  decent  in  his  face. 
Such  as  became  his  lofs,  and  Rome's  difgrace  : 
His  mind,  unbroken,  keeps  her  conftant  frame,  980 
In  greatnefs  and  misfortune  ftill  the  fame  ; 
R    z 
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While  fortune,  who  his  triumphs  once  beheld. 

Unchanging  fees  him  leave  Pharfalia's  field. 

Na^',  difentangled  from  unwieldy  power, 

O  Pompey  1  run  thy  former  honours  o'er  :  985 

At  leifure  now  review  the  glorious  fcene. 

And  call  to  mind  how  mighty  thou  haft  been. 

From  anxious  toils  of  empire  turn  thy  care. 

And  from  thy  thoughts  exclude  the  murderous  war ; 

Let  the  juft  gods  bear  witnefs  on  thy  fide,  990 

Thy  caufe  no  more  fhall  by  the  fword  be  try'd. 

Whether  fad  Afric  fhall  her  lofs  bemoan. 

Or  Munda's  plains  beneath  their  burden  groan, 

The  guilty  bloodfhed  Ihall  be  all  their  own. 

No  more  the  much-lov'd  Pompey's  name  Ihall  charm 

The  peaceful  world,  with  one  confent,  to  arm ;     996 

Nor  for  thy  fake,  nor  aw'd  by  thy  command. 

But  for  themfelves,  the  fighting  fenate  ftand  : 

The  war  but  one  diftinftion  fhall  afford. 

And  Liberty,  or  Caefar,  be  the  word.  1000 

Nor,  oh !  do  thou  thy  vanquifh'd  lot  deplore. 
But  fly  with  pleafure  from  thofe  feas  of  gore  : 
Look  back  upon  the  horror,  guiltlefs  thou. 
And  pity  Caefar,  for  whofe  fake  they  flow. 
With  what  a  heart,  what  triumph  fhall  he  come,  1005 
A  vi6lor,  red  with  Roman  blood,  to  Rome  ? 
Though  mifery  thy  banifhment  attends. 
Though  thou  flialt  die,  by  thy  falfe  Pharian  friends ; 
Yet  trufl  fecurcly  to  the  choice  of  heaven. 
And  know  thy  lofs  was  for  a  blcfling  giv'n  :        loio 
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Though  flight  may  feem  the  warrior's  fhame  and 

curfe ; 
To  conquer,  in  a  caufe  like  this,  is  vvorfe. 
And,  oh  !  let  every  mark  of  grief  be  fpar'd. 
May  no  tear  fall,  no  groan,  no  figh  be  heard ; 
Still  let  mankind  their  Pompey's  fate  adore,        1015 
And  reverence  thy  fall,  ev'n  as  thy  height  of  power. 
Meanwhile  furvey  th'  attending  world  around. 
Cities  by  thee  poiTefs'd,  and  monarchs  crown'd  : 
On  Afric,  or  on  Afia,  call  thy  eye. 
And  mark  the  land  where  thou  Ihalt  choofe  to  die. 

LarifTa  firft  the  conftant  chief  beheld,  1021 

Still  great,  though  flying  from  the  fatal  field  : 
With  loud  acclaim  her  crouds  his  coming  greet. 
And,  fighing,  pour  their  prefents  at  his  feet. 
She  crowns  her  altars,  and  proclaims  a  feaft ; 
Would  put  on  joy  to  chear  her  noble  gueft ; 
But  weeps,  and  begs  to  fliare  his  woes  at  lead 
So  was  he  lov'd  ev'n  in  his  loft  eftate. 
Such  faith,  fuch  friendfhip,  on  his  ruins  wait; 
With  eafe  Pharfalia's  lofs  might  be  fupply'd,      1030 
While  eager  nations  haften  to  his  fide  ; 
As  if  misfortune  meant  to  blefs  him  more. 
Than  all  his  long  profperity  before. 
In  vain,  he  cries,  you  bring  the  vanquifli'd  aid; 
Henceforth  to  Csefar  be  your  homage  paid, 
Csefar,  who  triumphs  o'er  yon  heaps  of  dead. 
With  that,  his  courfer  urging  on  to  flight. 
He  vaniih'd  from  the  mournful  city's  fight. 
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With  cries,  and  loud  laments,  they  fill  the  air. 
And  curfethe  cruel  gods,  in  fiercenefs  ofdefpair.1040 

Now  in  huge  lakes  Hefperian  crimfon  Hood, 
And  Casfar's  felf  grew  fatiated  with  blood. 
The  great  patricians  fall'n,  his  pity  fpar'd 
The  worthlefs,  unrefifting,  vulgar  herd. 
Then,  while  his  glowing  fortune  yet  was  warm,  1045 
And  fcattering  terror  fpread  the  wild  alarm. 
Straight  to  the  hoilile  camp  his  way  he  bent. 
Careful  to  feize  the  haily  flier's  tent. 
The  leifure  of  a  night,  and  thinking  to  prevent. 
Nor  reck'd  he  much  the  weary  foldiers  toil,        1050 
But  led  them  prone,  and  greedy  to  the  fpoil. 
Behold,  he  cries,  our  vidlory  complete. 
The  glorious  recompence  attends  you  yet : 
Much  have  you  done  to-day,  for  Csfar's  fake  ; 
'Tis  mine  to  fhew  the  prey,  'tis  yours  to  take.  105^ 
'T  is  yours,  whate'er  the  vanquifh'd  £oq  has  left ; 
'T  is  what  your  valour  gain'd,  and  not  my  gift. 
Treafures  immenfe  yon  wealthy  tents  enfold. 
The  gems  of  Afia,  and  Hefperian  gold ; 
For  you  the  once-great  Pompey 's  ftore  attends,    1 060 
With  regal  fpoils  of  his  barbarian  friends : 
Hafle  then,  prevent  the  foe,  and  feize  that  good. 
For  which  you  paid  fo  well  with  Roman  blood. 
He  faid ;  and  with  the  rage  of  rapine  ftung. 
The  multitude  tumultuous  rufli  along.  1065 

On  fwords,  and  fpears,  on  fires  and  fons  they  tread> 
And  all  remorfelefs  fpurn  the  gory  dead. 
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What  trench  can  intercept,  what  fort  withftand 
The  brutal  foldier's  rude  rapacious  hand  ; 
When  eager  to  his  crime's  reward  he  flies,  1070 

And,  bath'd  in  blood,  demands  the  horrid  prize  ? 
There,  wealth  coUecled  from  the  world  around. 
The  deftin'd  recompence  of  war  they  found. 
But,  oh  !  not  golden  Arimafpus'  ilore. 
Nor  all  the  Tagus  or  rich  Iber  pour,  1075 

Can  fill  the  greedy  vigors  griping  hands : 
Rome,  and  the  capitol,  their  pride  demands ; 
All  other  fpoils  they  fcorn,  as  worthlefs  prey. 
And  count  their  wicked  labours  robb'd  of  pay. 
Here,  in  patrician  tents,  plebeians  reft,  1080 

And  regal  couches  are  by  ruffians  prefs'd : 
There  impious  parricides  the  bed  invade. 
And  fleep  where  late  their  flaughter'd  fires  were  laid. 
Meanwhile  the  battle  ftands  in  dreams  renew'd. 
And  Stygian  horrors  o'er  their  flumbers  brood.  1085 
Aftonilhment  and  dread  their  fouls  infeft. 
And  guilt  fits  painful  on  each  heaving  breaft. 
Arms,  blood,  and  death,  work  in  the  labouring  brain. 
They  figh,  they  ftart,  they  ftrive,  and  fight  it  o'er 

again. 
Afcending  fiends  infe£l  the  air  around,  1 090 

And  hell  breathes  baleful  through  the  groaning  ground 
Hence  dire  affright  diftrafts  the  warriors  foulf 
Vengeance  divine  their  daring  hearts  controuls, 
Snakes  hifs,  and  livid  flame  tormenting  rolls. 
Each,  as  his  hands  in  guilt  have  been  imbrued,  1095 
^y  fome  pale  fpedre  flies  all  night  purfued. 
R  4 
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In  various  forms  the  ghofts  unnumber'd  groan. 

The  brother,  friend,  the  father,  and  the  fon : 

To  every  wretch  his  proper  phantom  fell. 

While  Ciefar  fleeps  the  general  care  of  hell.        11 00 

Such  were  his  pangs  as  mad  Oreftes  felt. 

Ere  yet  the  Scythian  altar  purged  his  guilt. 

Such  horrors  Pentheus,  fuch  Agave  knew ; 

He  when  his   rage  firll  came,  and  fhe  when  her's 

withdrew. 
Prefent  and  future  fwords  his  bofom  bears,  1 105 

And  feels  the  blow  that  Brutus  now  defers. 
Vengeance,  in  all  her  pomp  of  pain,  attends; 
To  wheels  Ihe  binds  him,  and  with  vultures  rends 
With  racks  of  confcience,  and  with  whips  of  fiends. 
But  foon  the  vifionary  horrors  pafs,  1 1  lo 

And  his  firft  rage  with  day  refumes  its  place  : 
Again  his  eyes  rejoice  to  view  the  flain. 
And  run  unweary'd  o'er  the  dreadful  plain. 
He  bids  his  train  prepare  his  impious  board. 
And  feafis  amidft  the  heaps  of  death  abhorr'd.    1 1 15 
There  each  pale  face  at  leifure  he  may  know. 
And  ftill  behold  the  purple  current  flow. 
He  views  the  woeful  wide  horizon  round. 
Then  joys  that  earth  is  no  where  to  be  found. 
And  owns,  thofe  gods  he  ferves,  his  utmoll  wifli 

have  crown 'd; 
Still  greedy  to  pofTefs  the  curs'd  delight. 
To  glut  his  foul,  and  gratify  his  fight. 
The  lalt  fupereal  honours  he  denies. 
And  poifons  with  the  flench  Emathia's  ikies. 
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Not  thus  the  fvvorn  inveterate  foe  of  Rome,         11 25 

Refus'd  the  vanquifh'd  confurs  bones  a  tomb  : 

His  piety  the  country  round  beheld. 

And  bright  with  fires  fhone  Cannae's  fatal  field. 

But  Csefar's  rage  from  fiercer  motives  rofe ; 

Thefe  were  his  countrymen,  his  worft  of  foes.    11 30 

But,  oh  !  relent,  forget  thy  hatred  paft. 

And  give  the  wandering  Ihades  to  reft  at  laft. 

Nor  feek  we  fingle  honours  for  the  dead. 

At  once  let  nations  on  the  pile  be  laid  :  1 134 

To  feed  the  flame,  let  heapy  forefts  rife. 

Far  be  it  feen  to  fret  the  ruddy  fkies. 

And  grieve  defpairing  Pompey  where  he  flies. 

Know  too,  proud  conqueror,  thy  wrath  in  vain 
Strews  with  unbury'd  carcafes  the  plain. 
What  is  it  to  thy  malice,  if  they  burn,  1 140 

Rot  in  the  field,  or  moulder  in  the  urn? 
The  forms  of  matter  all  diflblving  die. 
And  loft  in  nature's  blending  bofom  lie. 
Though  now  thy  cruelty  denies  a  grave,  "44 

Thefe  and  the  world  one  common  lot  fhall  have; 
One  laft  appointed  flame,  by  Fate's  decree. 
Shall  wafte  yon  azure  heavens,  this  earth,  and  fea; 
Shall  knead  the  dead  up  in  one  mingled  mafs. 
Where  ftars  and  they  ftiall  undiftinguifli'd  pafs. 
And  though  thou  fcorn  their  fellowfliip,  yet  knoW; 
High  as  thy  own  can  foar  thefe  fouls  fliall  go; 
Or  find,  perhaps,  a  better  place  below. 
Death  is  beyond  thy  Goddefs  Fortune's  power. 
And  parent  earth  receives  whate'er  Ihe  bore. 
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Nor  will  we  mourn  thofe  Romans  fate,  who  lie   1 1 55 
Beneath  the  glorious  covering  of  the  fky ; 
That  Harry  arch  for  ever  round  them  turns, 
A  nobler  Iheltcr  far  than  tombs  or  urns. 

But  wherefore  parts  the  loathing  vidor  hence? 
Does  flaughter  flrike  too  flrongly  on  thy  fenfe  ?  1 1 60 
Yet  flay,  yet  breathe  the  thick  infectious  ftream. 
Yet  quaff  with  joy  the  blood -polluted  fteam. 
But  fee,  they  fly  1  the  daring  warriors  yield  ! 
And  the  dead  heaps  drive  Ca^far  from  the  field  ! 

Now  to  the  prey,  gaunt  wolves,  a  howling  train. 
Speed  hungry  from  the  far  Billonian  plain;  1 166 

From  Pholoe  the  tawny  lion  comes. 
And  growling  bears  forfake  their  darkfome  homes  : 
With  thefe,  lean  dogs  in  herds  obfcene  repair. 
And  every  kind  that  fnuffs  the  tainted  air.  1 1 70 

For  food  the  cranes  their  wonted  flight  delay. 
That  erfl  to  warmer  Nile  had  wing'd  their  way  : 
With  them  the  fcather'd  race  convene  from  far. 
Who  gather  to  the  prey,  and  wait  on  war. 
Ne*er  were  fuch  flocks  of  vultures  feen  to  fly,     1 175 
And  hide  with  fpreading  plumes  the  croudcd  fky  : 
Gorging  on  limbs  in  every  tree  they  fat. 
And  drop'd  raw  morfels  down,  and  gory  fat  : 
Oft  their  tir'd  talons,  loofening  as  they  fled, 
Rain'd  horrid  ofi^als  on  the  vidlor's  head.  1 180 

But  while  the  flain  fupply'd  too  full  a  feaft. 
The  plenty  bred  fatiety  at  laft  ; 
The  ravenous  feeders  riot  at  their  cafe, 
And  Angle  out  what  dainties  bell  may  plcafc. 


/ 


LUCAN's    PHARSALIA,   Book  VIL          251 

Part  borne  away,  the  reft  neglefted  lie,  1 185 

For  noon-day  funs,  and  parching  winds,  to  dry  ; 
Till  length  of  time  Ihall  wear  them  quite  away. 
And  mix  them  with  Emathia's  common  clay. 

Oh  fatal  Theffaly  1  Oh  land  abhorr'd  I 
How  have  thy  fields  the  hate  of  heaven  incurred ;  1 190 
That  thus  the  gods  to  thee  deftruflion  doom. 
And  load  thee  with  the  curfe  of  falling  Rome  ! 
Still  to  new  crimes,  new  horrors,  doft  thou  hafte. 
When  yet  thy  former  mifchiefs  fcarce  were  paft. 
What  rolling  years,  what  ages,  can  repay  1195 

The  multitudes  thy  wars  have  fwept  away  ! 
Though  tombs  and  urns  their  numerous  ftore  Ihould 

fpread. 
And  long  antiquity  yield  all  her  dead ; 
Thy  guilty  plains  more  ilaughter'd  Romans  hold. 
Than  all  thofe  tombs,  and  all  thofe  urns,  infold,  i  zco 
Hence  bloody  fpots  Ihall  ftain  thy  graffy  green. 
And  crimfon  drops  on  bladed  corn  be  feen  : 
Each  plowlhare  fome  dead  patriot  fliall  moleft, 
Difturb  his  bones,  and  rob  his  ghoft  of  reft. 
Oh  !  had  the  guilt  of  war  been  all  thy  own,        1 205 
Were  civil  rage  confin'd  to  thee  alorie ; 
No  mariner  his  labouring  bark  fliould  moor. 
In  hopes  of  fafety,  on  thy  dreadful  fliore  ; 
No  fwain  thy  fpeftre-haunted  plain  ftiould  know. 
Nor  turn  thy  blood-ftain'd  fallow  with  his  plow  :  1 210 
No  ftiepherd  e'er  ftiould  drive  his  flock  to  feed. 
Where  Romans  flain  enrich  the  verdant  mead : 
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All  defolate  fhould  lie  thy  land  and  wafte. 

As  in  fome  fcorch'd  or  frozen  region  plac'd. 

But  the  great  gods  forbid  our  partial  hate  1215 

On  Theffaly's  diftinguifh'd  land  to  wait ; 

New  blood,  and  other  (laughters,  they  decree. 

And  others  fhall  be  guilty  too,  like  thee. 

Munda  and  Mutina  ftiall  boall  their  flain, 

Pachynus'  waters  fhare  the  purple  ftain. 

And  A6lium  jullify  Pharfalia's  plain. 
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THE    ARGUMENT. 

From  Pharfalia,  Pompey  flies,  firft  to  LarifTa,  and  after  to  the 
fea-fhore  ;  where  he  embarks  upon  a  fmall  veflel  for  Lefbos. 
There,  after  a  melancholy  meeting  with  Cornelia,  and  his  re.. 
fufal  of  the  Mitylenians  invitations,  he  embarks  with  his  wife 
for  the  coaft  of  Afia.  In  the  way  thither  he  is  joined  by  his 
fon  Sextus,  and  feveral  perfons  of  diftinftion,  who  had  fled 
likewife  from  the  late  battle;  and  among  the  reft  by  Deiotarus, 
king  of  Gallo-Graecia.  To  him  he  recommends  the  foliciting 
of  fupplies  from  the  king  of  Parthia,  and  the  reft  of  his  allies 
in  Afia.  After  coafting  Ciiicia  for  fome  time,  he  comes  at 
length  to  a  little  town  called  Syedra  or  Syedrae,  where  great 
part  of  the  fenate  meet  him.  With  thefe,  he  deliberates  upon 
the  prefent  circumftances  of  the  commonwealth,  and  propofes 
either  Mauritania,  iEgypt,  or  Parthia,  as  the  proper  places 
where  he  may  hope  to  be  received,  and  from  whofe  kings  he 
may  exped  afliftance.  In  his  own  opinion  he  inclines  to  the 
Parthians  ;  but  this  Lentulus,  in  a  long  oration,  oppofes  very 
warmly  ;  and,  in  confideration  of  young  Ptolemy's  perfonal 
obligations  to  Pompey,  prefers  i^gypt.  This  advice  is  generally 
approved  and  followed,  and  Pompey  fets  fall  accordingly  for 
i^gypt.  Upon  his  arrival  on  that  coaft,  the  king  calls  a  coun- 
cil, where,  at  the  inftigation  of  Pothinus,  a  villanous  minifter. 
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it  is  refolved  to  take  his  life  j  and  the  execution  of  this  order  is 
committed  to  the  care  of  Achillas,  formerly  the  king's  gover- 
nor, and  then  general  of  the  army.  He,  with  Septimius,  a  re- 
negado  Roman  foldier,  who  had  formerly  ferved  under  Pompey, 
upon  feme  frivolous  pretences,  perfuades  him  to  quit  his  fliip^ 
and  come  into  their  boat;  where,  as  they  make  towards  the 
fhore,  he  treacheroufly  murders  him,  in  the  fight  of  his  wife, 
his  fon,  and  the  reft  of  his  fleet.  His  head  is  cut  off,  and  his 
body  thrown  into  the  fea.  The  head  is  fixed  upon  a  fpear,  and 
carried  to  Ptolemy ;  who,  after  he  had  {cQn  it,  commands  it  to 
be  embalmed.  In  the  fucceeding  night,  one  Cordus,  who  had 
been  a  follower  of  Pompey,  finds  the  trunk  floating  near  the 
fhore,  brings  it  to  land  with  fome  difficulty ;  and,  with  a  few 
planks  that  remained  from  a  fhipwrecked  vefl'el,  burns  it.  The 
melancholy  defcription  of  this  mean  funeral,  with  the  poet's 
invedlive  againft  the  gods,  and  fortune,  for  their  unworthy 
treatment  of  fo  great  a  man,  concludes  this  book. 

•KTOw  through  the  vale,  by  great  Alcides  made. 

And  the  fweet  maze  of  Tempe's  pleafing  fhade, 
Chearlefs,  the  flying  chief  renew'd  his  fpeed. 
And  urg'd,  with  gory  fpurs,  his  fainting  fteed. 
Fall'n  from  the  former  greatnefs  of  his  mind,  5 

He  turns  where  doubtful  paths  obfcurely  wind. 
The  fellows  of  his  flight  increafe  his  dread. 
While  hard  behind  the  trampling  horfemen  tread  : 
He  ftarts  at  every  ruftling  of  the  trees. 
And  fears  the  whifpers  of  each  murmuring  breeze.  10 
He  feels  not  yet,  alas  !  his  loft  eftate  ; 
And,  though  he  flies,  believes  himfelf  flill  great ; 
Imagines  millions  for  his  life  are  bid. 
And  rates  his  own,  as  he  would  Ca^far's  head. 
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Where-e'er  his  fear  explores  untrodden  ways,         i - 

His  well-known  vifage  Hill  his  flight  betrays. 

Many  he  meets  unknowing  of  his  chance, 

Whofe  gathering  forces  to  his  aid  advance. 

With  gaze  aftoniih'd,  thefe  their  chief  behold. 

And  fcarce  believe  what  by  himfelf  is  told.  20 

In  vain,  to  covert,  from  the  world  he  flies. 

Fortune  fl:ill  grieves  him  with  jTurfuing  eyes  : 

Still  aggravates,  ftill  urges  his  difgrace. 

And  galls  him  with  the  thoughts  of  what  he  was. 

His  youthful  triumph  fadly  now  returns. 

His  Pontic  and  piratic  wars  he  mourns. 

While  flung  with  fecret  fliame  and  anxious  care  h^ 

burns. 

Thus  age  to  forrows  oft  the  great  betrays. 
When  lofs  of  empire  comes  with  length  of  days. 
Life  and  enjoyment  Hill  one  end  fliall  have,  30 

Left  early  mifery  prevent  the  grave. 
The  good,  that  lafts  not,  v/as  in  vain  bcftow'd. 
And  eafe  once  paft  becomes  the  prefent  load  : 
Then  let  the  wife,  in  fortune's  kindeft  hour. 
Still  keep  one  fafe  retreat  within  his  power ;  3  ^ 

Let  death  be  near,  to  guard  him  from  furprize. 
And  free  him,  when  the  fickle  goddefs  flies. 

Now  to  thofe  fliores  the  haplefs  Pompey  came. 
Where  hoary  Peneus  rolls  his  ancient  flream  : 
Red  with  Emathian  flaughter  ran  his  flood,  40 

And.  dy'd  the  ocean  deep  in  Roman  blood. 
There  a  poor  bark,  whofe  keel  perhaps  might  glide 
Safe  down  fome  river's  fmooth  defcending  tide. 


256  R  O  W  E's     P  O  E  M  S. 

Receiv'd  the  mighty  mafter  of  the  main, 

Whofe  fpreading  navies  hide  the  liquid  plain.         45 

In  this  he  braves  the  winds  and  ftormy  fea. 

And  to  the  Lefbian  ifle  diredls  his  way. 

There  the  kind  partner  of  his  every  care. 

His  faithful,  lov'd  Cornelia,  languifh'd  there  : 

At  that  fad  dirtancc  more  unhappy  far,  50 

Than  in  the  midft  of  danger,  death,  and  war. 

There  on  her  heart,  ev'n  all  tixe  live-long  day. 

Foreboding  thought  a  weary  burden  lay : 

Sad  vifions  haunt  her  flumbers  with  affright. 

And  Theffaly  returns  with  every  night.  55 

Soon  as  the  ruddy  morning  paints  the  fkies. 

Swift  to  the  Ihore  the  penfive  mourner  flies ; 

There,  lonely  fitting  on  the  cliff's  bleak  brow. 

Her  fight  (he  fixes  on  the  feas  below ; 

Attentive  marks  the  wide  horizon's  bound,  60 

And  kens  each  fail  that  rifes  in  the  round  : 

Thick  beats  her  heart,  as  every  prow  draws  near. 

And  dreads  the  fortunes  of  her  lord  to  hear. 

At  length,  behold  !  the  fatal  bark  is  come  ! 
See  !  the  fwoln  canvas  labouring  with  her  doom.    65 
Preventing  fame,  misfortune  lends  him  wings. 
And  Pompey's  fclf  his  own  fad  flory  brings. 
Now  bid  thy  eyes,  thou  loll  Cornelia,  flow. 
And  change  thy  fears  to  certain  forrows,  now. 
Swift  glides  the  woeful  veflfel  on  to  land ;  70 

Forth  flies  the  headlong  matron  to  the  ftrand. 
There  foon  flie  found  what  worfl  the  gods  could  do, 
There  foon  licr  dear  niuch-altcr'd  lord  flie  knew 
Though  fearful  all  and  ghaftly  was  his  hue. 
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Rude,  o'er  his  face,  his  hoary  locks  were  grown,  75 
And  dull  was  call  upon  his  Roman  gown. 
Shefaw,  and,  fainting,  funk  in  fudden  night; 
Grief  flopped  her  breath,  and  fhut  out  loathfome  light ; 
The  loofening  nerves  no  more  their  force  exert, 
'And  motion  ceas'd  within  the  freezing  heart ;         80 
Death  kindly  feem'd  her  wifhes  to  obey. 
And,  flretch'd  upon  the  beach,  a  corfe  fhe  lay. 

But  now  the  mariners  the  veffel  moor. 
And  Pompey,  landing,  views  the  lonely  fhore. 
The  faithful  maids  their  loud  lamentings  ceas'd,    85 
And  reverendly  their  ruder  grief  fupprefs'd. 
Straight,  while  with  duteous  care  they  kneel  around> 
And  raife  their  wretched  miftrefs  from  the  ground. 
Her  lord  infolds  her  with  a  ftridl  embrace. 
And  joins  his  cheek  clofe  to  her  lifelefs  face  :  90 

At  the  known  touch,  her  failing  fenfe  returns. 
And  vital  warmth  in  kindling  blufhes  burns. 
At  length,  from  virtue  thus  he  feeks  relief,  " 
And  kindly  chides  her  violence  of  grief :  94 

Canft  thou  then  fmk,  thou  daughter  of  the  great,  "^ 
Sprung  from  the  nobleft  guardians  of  our  Hate ;      > 
Canft  thou  thus  yield  to  the  £rft  ihock  of  fate  ?       J 
Whatever  deathlefs  monuments  of  praife 
Thy  fex  can  merit,  'tis  in  thee  to  raife. 
On  man  alone  life's  ruder  trials  wait,  ioq 

The  fields  of  battle,  and  the  cares  of  ftate ; 
While  the  wife's  virtue  then  is  only  try'd. 
When  faithlefs  fortune  quits  her  huftiand's  fide. 
Arm  then  thy  foul,  the  glorious  tafk  to  prove^ 
And  learn,  thy  miferable  lord  to  love. 

VOL.  XXIX.  9. 
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Behold  me  of  my  power  and  pomp  bereft. 

By  all  my  kings,  and  by  Rome's  fathers  left; 

Oh  make  that  lofs  thy  glory ;  and  be  thou 

The  only  follower  of  Pompey  now. 

This  grief  becomes  thee  not,  while  I  furvive;      no 

War  wounds  not  thee,  fmce  I  am  ftill  alive ; 

Thefe  tears  a  dying  hufband  ihould  deplore. 

And  only  fall  when  Pompey  is  no  more. 

*T  is  true,  my  former  greatnefs  all  is  lolt ; 

Who  weep  for  that,  no  love  for  me  can  boaft. 

But  mourn  the  lofs  of  what  they  valued  moll. 

Mov'd  at  her  lord's  reproof,  the  matron  rofe ; 
Yet,  ftill  complaining,  thus  avow'd  her  woes  : 

Ah !  wherefore  was  I  not  much  rather  led, 
A  fatal  bride,  to  Caefar's  hated  bed  ?  1 20 

To  thee  unlucky,  and  a  curfe,  1  came, 
Unbleft  by  yellow  Hymen's  holy  flame  : 
My  bleeding  Craflus,  and  his  fire,  ftood  by. 
And  fell  Erynnis  fhook  her  torch  on  high. 
My  fate  on  thee  the  Parthian  vengeance  draws,   125 
And  urges  heaven  to  hate  the  jufter  caufc. 
Ah  !  my  once  greateft  lord  !  ah  !  cruel  hour  ! 
Is  thy  vidlorious  head  in  fortune's  power  ? 
Since  miferies  my  baneful  love  purfue. 
Why  did  I  wed  thee,  only  to  undo  ?  130 

But  fee,  to  death  my  willing  neck  I  bow  ; 
Atone  the  angry  gods  by  one  kind  blow. 
Long  fmce,  for  thee,  my  life  I  would  have  given ; 
Vet,  let  me,  yet  prevent  the  wrath  of  heaven. 
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Kill  me,  and  fcatter  me  upon  the  fea. 

So  ftiall  propitious  tides  thy  fleets  convey. 

Thy  kings  be  faithful,  and  the  world  obey. 

And  thou,  where-e'er  thy  fullen  phantom  flies. 

Oh !  Julia  !  let  thy  rival's  blood  fufiice ; 

Let  me  the  rage  of  jealous  vengeance  bear,  140 

But  him,  thy  lord,  thy  once-lov'd  Pompey  fpare. 

She  faid,  and  funk  within  his  arms  again  ; 
In  ftreams  of  forrow  melt  the  mournful  train  : 
Ev'n  his,  the  warrior's  eyes,  were  forc'd  to  yield. 
That  favv,  without  a  tear,  Pharfalia's  field.  145 

Now  to  the  ftrand  the  Mitylenians  prefs'd. 
And  humbly  thus  befpoke  their  noble  gueft : 

If,  to  fucceeding  times,  our  ifle  fliall  boafl 
The  pledge  of  Pompey  left  upon  her  coafl:, 
Difdain  not,  if  thy  prefence  now  we  claim,  150 

And  fain  would  confecrate  our  walls  to  fame. 
Make  thou  this  place  in  future  ftory  great. 
Where  pious  Romans  may  diredl  their  feet. 
To  view  with  adoration  thy  retreat. 
This  may  we  plead,  in  favour  of  the  town  ;  155 

That,  while  mankind  the  profperous  vidor  own. 
Already,  Csfar's  foes  avow'd,  are  we. 
Nor  add  new  guilt,  by  duty  paid  to  thee. 
Some  fafety  too  our  ambient  feas  fecure  : 
Csfar  wants  fliips,  and  we  defy  his  power.  160 

Here  may  Rome's  fcatter 'd  fathers  well  unite. 
And  arm  againft  a  fecond  happier  fight. 
Our  Lefljian  youth  with  ready  courage  Hands, 
To  man  thy  navies,  or  recruit  thy  bands. 
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For  gold,  whatever  to  facred  ufe  is  lent,  165 

Take  it,  and  the  rapacious  foe  prevent. 

This  only  mark  of  friendfhip  we  intreat. 

Seek  not  to  Ihun  us  in  thy  low  eftate ; 

But  let  our  Lefbos,  in  thy  ruin,  prove. 

As  in  thy  greatnefs,  worthy  of  thy  love.  170 

Much  was  the  leader  mov'd,  and  joy'd  to  find 
Faith  had  not  quite  abandon'd  human-kind. 
To  me  (he  cry'd)  for  ever  were  you  dear; 
Witnefs  the  pledge  committed  to  your  care  : 
Here  in  fecurity  I  plac'd  my  home,  175 

My  houQiold-gods,  my  heart,  my  wife,  my  Rome. 
I  know  what  ranfom  might  your  pardon  buy. 
And  yet  I  trull  you,  yet  to  you  I  fly. 
But,  oh!   too  long  my  woes  you  fingly  bear; 
I  leave  you,  not  for  lands  which  I  prefer. 
But  that  the  world  the  common  load  may  Ihare. 
Lefbos  1  for  ever  facred  be  thy  name ; 
May  late  pofterity  thy  truth  proclaim  ! 
Whether  thy  fair  example  fpread  around. 
Or  whether,  fmgly,  faithful  thou  art  found  :        1 85 
For  't  is  refolv'd,  't  is  fix'd  within  my  mind. 
To  try  the  doubtful  world,  and  prove  mankind. 
Oh  !  grant,   good  heaven  1  if  there  be  one  alone. 
One  gracious  power  fo  loft  a  caufe  to  own. 
Grant,  like  the  Lefbians,  I  my  friends  may  find;  190 
Such  who,  though  Caefar  threaten,  dare  be  kind; 
Who,  with  the  fame  juft  hofpitable  heart. 
May  leave  me  free  to  enter,  or  depart. 

He  ceased;  and  to  the  fhip  his  partner  bore. 
While  loud  complainings  fill  the  founding  ihore.  195 
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It  feem'd  as  if  the  nation  with  her  pafs'd. 

And  baniihment  had  laid  their  ifland  wafle. 

Their  fecond  forrovvs  they  to  Pompey  give. 

For  her,  as  for  their  citizen,  they  grieve. 

Ev'n  though  glad  victory  had  call'd  her  thence,     200 

And  her  lord's  bidding  been  the  juft  pretence ; 

The  Lefbian  matrons  had  in  tears  been  drown'd. 

And  brought  her  weeping  to  the  watery  bound. 

So  was  ilie  lov'd,  fo  winning  was  her  grace. 

Such  lowly  fweetnefs  dwelt  upon  her  face  ;  205 

In  fuch  humility  her  life  fhe  led, 

Ev'n  while  her  lord  was  Rome's  commanding  head. 

As  if  his  fortune  were  already  fled. 

Half  hid  in  feas  defcending  Phoebus  lay. 
And  upwards  half,  half  downwards  fhot  the  day ;  2 1  o 
When  wakeful  cares  revolve  in  Pompey's  foul. 
And  run  the  v/ide  world  o'er,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Each  realm,  each  city,  in  his  mind  are  weigh'd. 
Where  he  may  fly,  from  whence  depend  on  aid. 
Weary 'd  at  length  beneath  the  load  of  woes,        215 
And  thofe  fad  fcenes  his  future  views  difclofe. 
In  converfation  for  relief  he  fought. 
And  exercis'd  on  various  themes  his  thought. 
Now  fits  he  by  the  careful  pilot's  fide. 
And  afks  what  rules  their  watery  journey  guide ;  220 
What  lights  of  heaven  his  art  attends  to  mofl. 
Bound  by  the  Libyan  or  the  Syrian  coaft. 

To  him,  intent  upon  the  rolling  fkies. 
The  heaven-inftrufted  flilpman  thus  replies : 
Of  all  yon  multitude  of  golden  ftars,  225 

Which  the  wide  rounding  fphere  inceiTant  bears, 
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The  cautious  mariner  relies  on  none. 

But  keeps  him  to  the  conftant  pole  alone. 

When  o'er  the  yard  the  leller  Bear  afpires, 

And  from  die  topmaft  gleam  its  paly  fires,  23O 

Then  Bofphorus  near-neighbouring  we  explore. 

And  hear  loud  billows  beat  the  Scythian  fhore  : 

But  when  Caliilo's  Ihining  Ton  defccnds. 

And  the  low  Cynofure  tow'rds  ocean  bends. 

For  Syria  flraight  we  know  the  veffel  bears,         235 

Where  firfl  Canopo's  fouthern  fign  appears. 

If  ftill  upon  the  left  thofe  ftars  thou  keep. 

And,  pafiing  Pharos,  plow  the  foamy  deep. 

Then  right  a-head  thy  lucklefs  bark  fliall  reach 

The  Libyan  fhoals,  and  Syrts  unfaithful  beach.  240 

But  fay,  for  lo  !  on  thee  attends  my  hand. 

What   courfe   doil  thou  aflign  ?  what  feas,  what 

land  ? 
Speak,  and  the  helm  fhall  turn  at  thy  command. 

To  him  the  chief,  by  doubts  uncertain  toll; 
Oh,  fly  the  Latian  and  Theflialian  coall  :  245 

Thofe  only  lands  avoid.     For  all  bcfidc. 
Yield  to  the  driving  winds,  and  rolling  tide ; 
Let  fortune,  where  (he  plcafc,  a  port  provide. 
Till  Lcfbos  did  my  dcarcH  pledge  reftore. 
That  thought  determined  me  to  feek  that  fhore:  250 
All  ports,  all  regions,  but  thofe  fatal  two. 
Are  equal  to  unhappy  Pompcy  now. 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when  ftraight  themaflcrvcerM* 
And  right  for  Chios,  and  for  Afia  ilcer'd. 
The  working  waves  the  courfe  inverted  feel,         255 
And  dafli  and  foam  beneath  the  winding  kceL 
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With  art  like  this,  on  rapid  chariots  borne,  - 
Around  the  column  Ikilful  racers  turn  : 
The  nether  wheels  bear  nicely  on  the  goal. 
The  farther,  wide  in  diftant  circles  roll.  260 

Now  day's  bright  beams  the  various  earth  difclofe. 
And  o'er  the  fading  ftars  the  fun  arofe ; 
When  Pompey  gathering  to  his  fide  beheld 
The  fcatter'd  relicks  of  Pharfalia's  field. 
Firft  from  the  Lefbian  ifle  his  fon  drew  near,       265 
And  foon  a  troop  of  faithful  chiefs  appear. 
Nor  purple  princes,  yet,  difdain  to  wait 
On  vanquifh'd  Pompey's  humbler  low  eflate. 
Proud  monarchs,  who  in  eaftern  kingdoms  reign. 
Mix  in  the  great  illuftrious  exile's  train.  270 

From  thefe,  apart,  Deiotarus  he  draws. 
The  long-approv'd  companion  of  his  caufe  : 
Thou  beft  (he  cries)  of  all  my  royal  friends ! 
Since  with  our  lofs  Rome's  power  and  empire  ends ; 
What  yet  remains,  but  that  we  call  from  far        275 
The  eaftern  nations  to  fupport  the  war  ? 
Euphrates  has  not  own'd  proud  Caefar's  fide. 
And  Tigris  rolls  a  yet  unconquer'd  tide. 
Let  it  not  grieve  thee,  then,  to  feek  for  aid 
From  the  wild  Scythian,   and  remoteft  Mede.      280 
To  Parthia's  monarch  my  diftrefs  declare. 
And  at  his  throne  fpeak  this  my  humble  prayer. 
If  faith  in  ancient  leagues  is  to  be  found. 
Leagues  by  our  altars  and  your  Magi  bound. 
Now  ftring  the  Getic  and  Armenian  bow,  285 

And  in  full  quivers  feather 'd  Ihafts  bellow, 
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If  when  o'er  Cafpian  hills  my  troops  I  led, 

'Gainft  Allans,  in  eternal  warfare  bred, 

I  fought  not  once  to  make  your  Parthians  yield. 

But  left  them  free  to  range  the  Perfian  field.         290 

Beyond  th'  Affyrian  bounds  my  eagles  flew. 

And  conquer'd  realms,  that  Cyrus  never  knew; 

Ev'n  to  the  utmoft  eafl:  I  urg'd  my  way. 

And  ere  the  Perlian,  faw  the  rifing  day  : 

Yet  while  beneath  my  yoke  the  nations  bend,      295 

I  fought  the  Parthian  only  as  my  friend. 

Yet  more ;  when  Carr^  blulh^d  with  Craflus'  blood. 

And  Latium  her  feverefl  vengeance  vow'd; 

When  war  with  Parthia  was  the  common  cry. 

Who  ftopp'd  the  fury  of  that  rage,  but  I  ?  300 

If  this  be  true,  through  Zeugma  take  your  way. 

Nor  let  Euphrates'  ftream  the  march  delay; 

In  gratitude  to  my  afliftance  come  ; 

Fight  Pompey's  caufe,  and  conquer  willing  Rome. 

He  faid;  the  monarch  chearfully  obey'd,  305 

And  llraight  afide  his  royal  robes  he  laid ; 
Then  bid  his  flaves  their  humbler  veftments  bring  : 
And  in  that  fervile  veil  conceals  the  king. 
Thus  majefty  gives  its  proud  trappings  o'er. 
And  humbly  feeks  for  fafety  from  the  poor  :        31O 
The  poor,  who  no  difguifes  need,  nor  wear ; 
Unblcll:  with  ^^ruatnefs,  and  unvex'd  with  fear. 
His  princely  friend  now  fafe  convey'd  to  land. 
The  chief  o'crpafs'd  the  fam'd  Ephefian  flrand, 
Icaria's  rocks,  Wiili  C^i^phon's  fmooth  deep,      315 
And  foamy  clifia  which  rugged  Samos  keep. 
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From  Coan  ftiores  foft  breathes  the  weflern  wind. 

And  Rhodes  and  Gnidos  foon  are  left  behind. 

Then  crofTmg  o'er  Telmeflbs'  ample  bay. 

Right  to  Pamphilia's  coaft  he  cuts  his  way.  320 

Sufpicious  of  the  land,  he  keeps  the  main. 

Till  poor  Phafelis,  firft,  receives  his  wandering  train. 

There,  free  from  fears,  with  eafe  he  may  command 

Her  citizens,  fcarce  equal  to  his  band. 

Nor  lingering  there,  his  fwelling  fails  are  fpread,  325 

Till  he  difcerns  proud  Taurus'  rifmg  head  : 

A  mighty  mafs  it  flands,  while  down  his  fide 

Defcending  Dipfas  rolls  his  headlong  tide. 

In  a  flight  bark  he  runs  fecurely  o'er 

The  pirates  once-infefted  dreadful  fhore.  330 

Ah  !  when  he  fet  the  watery  empire  free. 

And  fwept  the  fierce  Cilician  from  the  fea. 

Could  the  fuccefsful  warrior  have  forethought 

'Twas  for  his  future  fafety,  then,  he  fought  ! 

At  length  the  gathering  fathers  of  the  ftate,         335 

In  full  aflembly,  on  their  leader  wait : 

Within  Syedra's  walls  their  fenate  meets. 

Whom,  fighing,  thus  th'  illuftrious  exile  greets. 

My  friends !  who  with  me  fought,  who  with  me  fled. 
And  now  are  to  me  in  my  country's  flead;  540 

Though  quite  defencelefs  and  unarm'd  we  fland. 
On  this  Cilician,  naked,  foreign  ftrand ; 
Though  every  mark  of  fortune's  wrath  we  bear. 
And  feem  to  feek  for  counfel  in  defpair ; 
Preferve  your  fouls  undaunted,  free,  and  great,  345 
And  know  I  am  not  fall'n  intirely,  yet. 
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Spite  of  the  ruins  of  Emathia's  plain. 

Yet  can  I  rear  my  drooping  head  again. 

From  Afric's  dufl  abandoned  Marius  rofe. 

To  feize  the  Fafces,  and  infult  his  foes.  350 

My  lofs  is  lighter,  lefs  is  my  difgrace  ; 

Shall  I  defpair  to  reach  my  former  place  ? 

Still  on  the  Grecian  feas  my  navies  ride. 

And  many  a  valiant  leader  owns  my  fide. 

All  that  Pharfalia's  lucklefs  field  could  do,  355 

Was  to  difperfe  my  forces,  not  fubdue. 

Still  fafe  beneath  my  former  fame  I  fland. 

Dear  to  the  world,  and  lovM  in  every  land. 

'Tis  yours  to  counfel  and  determine,  whom 

We  fliall  apply  to,  in  the  caufe  of  Rome  ;  360 

What  faithful  friend  may  bell  afliftance  bring ; 

The  Libyan,  Parthian,  or  Egyptian  king. 

For  me,  what  courfe  my  thoughts  incline  to  take. 

Here  freely,  and  at  large,  I  mean  to  fpeak. 

What  moft  diflike  me  in  the  Pharian  prince,  365 

Are  his  raw  years,  and  yet  unpraflis'd  fenfe  : 

Virtue,  in  youth,  no  flable  footing  finds. 

And  conllancy  is  built  on  manly  minds. 

Nor,  with  lefs  danger,  may  our  truft  explore 

The  faith  uncertain  of  the  crafty  Moor  :  370 

From  Carthaginian  blood  he  draws  his  race. 

Still  mindful  of  the  vanquilh'd  town's  difgrace  ; 

From  thence  Numidian  mifchiefs  he  derives ; 

And  Hannibal  in  his  falfe  heart  furvives  : 

With  pride  he  faw  fubmiflive  Varus  bow,  375 

And  joys  to  hear  the  Roman  power  lies  low. 
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To  warlike  Parthia  therefore  let  us  turn. 

Where  liars  unknown  in  diftant  azure  burn  ; 

Where  Cafpian  hills  to  part  the  world  arife. 

And  night  and  day  fucceed  in  other  fkies  ;  3  8a 

Where  rich  AlTyrian  plains  Euphrates  laves. 

And  feas  difcolour'd  roll  their  ruddy  waves. 

Ambition,  there,  delights  in  arms  to  reign. 

There  rulhing  fquadrons  thunder  o'er  the  plain  ; 

There  young  and  old  the  bow  promifcuous  bend,  385 

And  fatal  Ihafts  with  aim  unerring  fend. 

They  iirft  the  Macedonian  phalanx  broke. 

And  hand  to  hand  repelPd  the  Grecian  flroke ; 

They  drove  the  Mede  and  Ba6trian  from  the  field. 

And  taught  afpiring  Babylon  to  yield ;  390 

Fearlefs  againft  the  Roman  pile  they  ftood. 

And  triumph'd  in  our  vanquilh'd  CrafTus'  blood. 

Nor  trull  they  to  the  points  of  piercing  darts. 

But  furnifh  death  with  new  improving  arts. 

In  mortal  juices  dipt  their  arrows  fly,  395 

And  if  they  talle  the  blood,  the  wounded  die. 

Too  well  their  powers  and  favouring  gods  we  know. 

And  wifh  our  fate  much  rather  would  allow 

Some  other  aid  againil  the  common  foe. 

With  unaufpicious  fuccour  Ihall  they  come,  400 

Nurs'd  in  the  hate  and  rivallhip  of  Rome. 

With  thefe,  the  neighbouring  nations  round  fliall  arm. 

And  the  whole  eall  rouze  at  the  dire  alarm. 

Should  the  barbarian  race  their  aid  deny. 

Yet  would  I  choofe  in  that  llrange  land  to  die  :    405 

There  let  our  Ihipwreck'd  poor  remains  be  thrown. 

Our  lofs  forgotten,  and  our  names  unknown  ; 
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Securely  there  ill-fortune  would  I  brave. 

Nor  meanly  fue  to  kings,  whofe  crowns  I  gave  : 

From  Casfar  free,  enjoy  my  lateft  hour,  416 

And  fcorn  his  anger's  and  his  mercy's  pow'r. 

Still,  when  my  thoughts  my  former  days  reflore. 

With  joy,  methinks,  I  run  thofe  regions  o'er ; 

There,  much  the  better  parts  of  life  I  proved, 

Rever'd  by  all,  applauded,  andbelov'd;  415 

Wide  o'er  Maeotis  fpread  my  happy  name. 

And  Tanais  ran  confcious  of  my  fame  ; 

My  vanquifh'd  enemies  my  conquefls  mourn'd. 

And  cover'd  ftill  with  laurels,  I  return'd. 

Approve  then,  Rome,  myprefent  cares  for  thee;  420 

Thine  is  the  gain,  whate'er  th'  event  fliall  be. 

What  greater  boon  canft  thou  from  heaven  demand. 

Than  in  thy  caufe  to  arm  the  Parthian' s  hand  ? 

Barbarians  thus  fhall  wage  thy  civil  war. 

And  thofe  that  hate  thee  in  thy  ruin  (hare.  425 

When  Ca:far  and  Phraates  battle  join. 

They  muft  revenge,  or  Craffus'  wrongs,  or  mine. 

The  leader  ceas'd ;  and  ftraight  a  murmuring  found 
Han  through  the  difapproving  fathers  round. 
With  thefe,  in  high  pre-eminence,  there  fate       430 
Diftinguifh'd  Lentulus,  the  conful  late  : 
None  with  more  generous  indignation  flung. 
Or  nobler  grief,  beheld  his  country's  wrong. 
Sudden  he  rofc,  rever'd,  and  thus  began. 
In  words  that  well  became  the  fubjcdl,  and  the  man  : 

Can  then  Pharfalia's  ruins  thus  control 
The  former  grcatncfs  of  thy  Roman  foul  ? 


LUCAN's   PHARSALIA,    Book  VIII,       269 

Mud  the  whole  world,  our  laws  and  country,  yield 
To  one  unlucky  day,  one  ill-fought  field  ? 
Haft  thou  no  hopes  of  fuccour,  no  retreat,  440 

But  mean  proflration  at  the  Parthian's  feet? 
Art  thou  grown  weary  of  our  earth  and  Iky, 
That  thus  thou  feek'ft  a  fugitive  to  fly; 
New  ftars  to  view,  new  regions  to  explore. 
To  learn  new  manners,  and  new  gods  adore  ?      445 
Wilt  thou  before  Chaldean  altars  bend, 
Worfhip  their  fires,  and  on  their  kings  depend? 
Why  didfl  thou  draw  the  world  to  arms  around? 
Why  cheat  mankind  with  liberty's  fweet  found  ? 
Why  on  Emathia's  plain  fierce  Caefar  brave,         45® 
When  thoucanft  yield  thyfelf  a  tyrant's  flave  ? 
Shall  Parthia,  who  with  terror  ihook  from  far. 
To  hear  thee  nam'd,  to  head  the  Roman  war. 
Who  faw  thee  lead  proud  monarchs  in  thy  chain. 
Prom  wild  Hyrcania  and  the  Indian  main ;  455 

Shall  Ihe,  that  very  Parthia,  fee  thee  now, 
A  poor,  deje£led,  humble  fuppliant  bow  ? 
Then  haughtily  with  Rome  her  greatnefs  mate. 
And  fcorn  thy  country,  for  thy  groveling  fate  ? 
Thy  "tongue,  in  eaftern  languages  untaught,        460 
Shall  want  the  words  that  fhould  explain  thy  thought : 
Tears,  then,  unmanly,  muft  thy  fuit  declare ; 
And  fuppliant  hands,  uplifted,  fpeak  thy  prayer. 
Shall  Parthia  ((hall  it  to  our  fhame  be  known) 
Revenge  Rome's  wrongs,  ere  Rome  revenge  her  own  ? 
Our  war  no  interfering  kings  demands,  466 

Nor  fhall  be  trufted  to  barbarian  hands : 
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Among  ourfelves  our  bonds  we  will  deplore. 

And  Rome  fhall  ferve  the  rebel  fon  fhe  bore.       469 

Why  would'rt  thou  bid  our  foes  tranfgrefs  their  bound. 

And  teach  their  feet  to  tread  Hefperian  ground? 

With  enfigns,  torn  from  CrafTus,  fhall  they  come. 

And,  with  his  ravifh'd  honours,  threaten  Rome ; 

His  fate  thofe  blood-ftain'd  eagles  ihall  recall. 

And  hover  dreadful  o'er  their  native  wall.  475 

Canft  thou  believe  the  monarch,  who  withheld 

His  only  forces  from  Emathia's  field. 

Will  bring  his  fuccours  to  thy  waining  ftate,  -% 

And  bravely  now  defy  the  vigor's  hate  ?  > 

No  eaftern  courage  forms  a  thought  fo  great.  3 

In  cold  laborious  climes  the  wintery  north  480 

Brings  her  undaunted  hardy  warriors  forth. 

In  body  and  in  mind  untaught  to  yield. 

Stubborn  of  foul,  and  fteady  in  the  field; 

While  Afia's  fofter  climate,  form'd  to  pleafe,      485 

Diffolves  her  fons  in  indolence  and  eafe. 

Here  filken  robes  inveft  unmanly  limbs. 

And  in  long  trains  the  flowing  purple  flreams. 

Where  no  rude  hills  Sarmatia's  wilds  reftrain. 

Or  rulhing  Tigris  cuts  the  level  plain, 

Swifter  than  winds  along  the  champain  borne,         ^ 

At  liberty  they  fly,  or  fight,  or  turn,  > 

And,  diftant  ftill,  the  vain  purfuer  fcorn.  3 

Nor  with  like  cafe  they  force  their  warlike  way. 

Where  rough  unequal  grounds  their  fpecd  delay.  495 

Whene'er  the  thicker  fhades  of  night  arife, 

Unaim'd  the  ftiaft,  and  unavailing,  flies. 
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Nor  are  they  form'd  with  conftancy  to  meet 

Thofe  toils,  that  make  the  panting  foldier  fweat : 

To  climb  the  heights,  to  flem  the  rapid  flood. 

To  make  the  dully  noon- day  battle  good. 

Horrid  with  wounds,  and  crufted  o'er  in  blood. 

Nor  war's  machines  they  know,  nor  have  the  /kill 

To  fhake  the  rampire,  or  the  trench  to  fill  : 

Each  fence  that  can  their  winged  fhafts  endure,    505 

Stands,  like  a  fort  impregnable,  fecure. 

Light  are  their  (kirmilhes,  their  war  is  flight. 

And  flill  to  wheel  their  wavering  troops  delight. 

To  taint  their  coward  darts,  is  all  their  care. 

And  then  to  truft  them  to  the  flitting  air.  510 

Whene'er  their  bows  have  fpent  the  feather'd  ftore. 

The  mighty  bufmefs  of  their  war  is  o'er  : 

No  manly  llrokes  they  try,  nor  hand  to  hand 

With  cleaving  fwords  in  llurdy  combat  fland. 

With  fwords  the  valiant  ftill  their  foes  invade ;       515 

Thefe  call  in  drugs  and  poifon  to  their  aid. 

Are  thefe  the  powers  to  whom  thou  bidft  us  fly  ? 

Is  this  the  land  in  which  thy  bones  would  lie  ? 

Shall  thefe  barbarian  hands  for  thee  provide 

The  grave,  to  thy  unhappy  friend  deny 'd  ?  520 

But  be  it  fo  !  that  death  fliall  bring  thee  peace. 

That  here  thy  forrows  and  thy  toils  fliall  ceafe. 

Death  is  what  man  fliould  wiili.    But,  oh !  what  fate 

Shall  on  thy  wife,   thy  fad  furvivor,  wait ! 

For  her,  where  lull  with  lawlefs  empire  reigns,    525 

Somewhat  more  terrible  than  death  remains. 

Have  we  not  heard,  with  what  abhorr'd  deiires 

The  Parthian  Venus  feeds  her  guilty  fires  ? 
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How  their  wild  monarch,  like  the  beftial  race^ 
Spreads  the  pollution  of  his  lewd  embrace  ?  530 

Unaw'd  by  reverence  of  connubial  rites. 
In  multitudes,  luxurious,  he  delights : 
When  gorg'd  with  feafting,  and  inflam'd  with  wine. 
No  joys  can  fate  him,  and  no  laws  confine; 
Forbidding  Nature,  then,  commands  in  vain,      535 
From  filters  and  from  m.others  to  abftain. 
The  Greek  and  Roman  with  a  trembling  ear, 
Th'  unwilling  crime  of  Oedipus  may  hear; 
While  Parthian  kings  like  deeds,  with  glory,  own. 
And  boaft  incelluous  titles  to  the  throne.  540 

If  crimes  like  thefe  they  can  fecurely  brave. 
What  laws,  what  power,  Ihall  thy  Cornelia  fave  ? 
Think,  how  the  helplefs  matron  may  be  led. 
The  thoufandth  harlot,  to  the  royal  bed. 
Though  when  the  tyrant  clafps  his  noble  ilave,     545 
And  hears  to  whom  her  plighted  hand  fhe  gave. 
Her  beauties  oft  in  fcorn  he  fhall  prefer. 
And  choofe  t*  infult  the  Roman  name  in  her. 
Thefe  are  the  powers  to  whom  thou  would'fl  fubmit. 
And  Rome's  revenge  and  CrafTus'  quite  forget.   550 
Thy  caufe,  preferr'd  to  his,  becomes  thy  Ihame, 
And  blots,  in  common>  thine  and  C^efar's  name. 
With  how  mucli  greater  glory  might  you  join. 
To  drive  the  Daci,  or  to  free  the  Rhine ! 
How  well  your  conquering  legions  might  you  lead,  555 
'Gainft  the  fierce  Baftrian  and  the  haughty  Mede  ! 
Level  proud  Babylon's  afpiring  domes. 
And  with  their  fpoils  inrich  our  llaughter'd  leaders 
tombs  ? 
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No  longer.  Fortune  !.  let  our  friendfliip  lail. 

Our  peace,  ill-omen'd,  with  the  barbarous  Eall^  560 

If  civil  flrife  with  Ccefar's  conqueft  end. 

To  Afia  let  his  profperous  arras  extend  : 

Eternal  wars  there  let  the  vi6lor  wage. 

And  on  proud  Parthia  pour  the  Roman  rage. 

There  I,  there  all,  his  viftories  may  blels^  565 

And  Rome  herfelf  make  vows  for  his  fuccefs. 

Whene'er  thou  pafs  the  cold  Araxes  o'er. 

An  aged  fhadc  (hall  greet  thee  on  the  fliore, 

Transfix'd  with  arrows,  mournful,  pale,  and  hoar. 

And  art  thou  ({hall  he  cry,  complaining)  come     570 

In  peace  and  friendfliip,  to  thefe  foes  of  Rome 

Thou  1  from  whofe  hand  we  hop'd  revenge  in  vain. 

Poor  naked  ghofls,  a  thin  unbary'd  train. 

That  flit,  lamenting,  o'er  this  dreary  plain  ? 

On  every  fide  new  objefls  fhall  difclofc  575 

Some  mournful  monument  of  Roman  woes ; 

On  every  wall  freih  marks  thou  ilialt  defcry. 

Where  pale  Hefperian  heads  were  fix'd  on  high : 

Each  river,  as  he  rolls  his  purple  tide. 

Shall  own  his  waves  in  Latian  flaughter  dy'd.      580 

If  fights  like  thefe  thou  cand  with  patience  bear. 

What  are  the  horrors  v/hich  thy  foul  would  fear  ? 

Ev'n  Caefar's  felf  with  joy  may  be  beheld, 

Inthron'd  on  {laughter  in  Emathia's  field. 

Say  then,  we  grant,  thy  cautions  were  not  vain,  585 

Of  Punic  frauds  and  Juba's  faithlefs  reign; 

Abounding  Egypt  {hall  receive  thee  yet. 

And  yield,  unquedion'd,  a  fecure  retreat, 
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By  nature  ftrengthen'd  with  a  dangerous  ftrand. 

Her  Syrts  and  untry'd  channels  guard  the  land.   590 

Rich  in  the  fatnefs  of  her  plenteous  foil. 

She  plants  her  only  confidence  in  Nile. 

Her  monarch,  bred  beneath  thy  guardian  cares. 

His  crown,  the  largefs  of  thy  bounty,  wer.rs. 

Nor  let  unjuft  fufpicions  brand  his  truth ;  595 

Candour  and  innocence  ftill  dwell  with  youth. 

Truft  not  a  power  accuftom*d  to  be  great. 

And  vers'd  in  wicked  policies  of  Hate. 

Old  kings,  long  hardened  in  the  regal  trade. 

By  intereft  and  by  craft  alone  are  fway'd. 

And  violate  with  cafe  the  leagues  they  made  : 

While  new  ones  ftill  make  confcience  of  the  truft. 

True  to  their  friends,  and  to  their  fubjedls  juft. 

He  fpoke;  the  liftening  fathers  all  were  mov'd. 
And  with  concurring  votes  the  thought  approved.    605 
So  much  ev*n  dying  Liberty  prevail'd. 
When  Pompey*s  fufFrage,  and  his  counfel  fail'd. 

And  now  Cilicia*s  coaft  the  fleet  forfake. 
And  o'er  the  watery  plain  for  Cyprus  make. 
Cyprus  to  love's  ambrofial  goddefs  dear,  610, 

For  ever  grateful  fmoke  the  altars  there : 
Indulgent  ftill  ihe  hears  the  Paphian  vows. 
And  loves  the  favourite  feas  from  whence  ihe  rofe 
So  Fame  reports,  if  we  may  credit  Fame 
When  her  fond  tales  the  birth  of  gods  proclaim 
Unborn,  and  from  eternity  the  fame. 
The  craggy  clifts  of  Cyprus  quickly  paft,  617 

The  chief  runs  fouthvvard  o'er  the  ocean  vaft. 
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Nor  views  he,  through  the  murky  veil  of  night. 

The  Caflan  mountains  far  diftinguifli'd  height. 

The  high-hung  lantern,  or  the  beamy  light. 

Haply  at  length  the  labouring  canvas  bore 

Full  on  the  fartheft  bounds  of -Egypt's  fhore. 

Where  near  Pelulium  parting  Nile  defcends. 

And  in  her  utmoft  eaftern  channel  ends.  625 

'T  was  now  the  time,  when  equal  Jove  on  high 

Had  hung  the  golden  balance  of  the  fky : 

But,  ah  !  not  long  fuch  juft  proportions  laft. 

The  righteous  feafon  foon  was  chang'd  and  pafs*d; 

And  Spring's  encroachment,  on  the  fhortening  fliade. 

Was  fully  to  the  wintery  nights  repaid:  631 

When  to  the  chief  from  fhore  they  made  report. 

That,  near  high  Caiium,  lay  the  Pharian  court. 

This  known,  he  thither  turns  his  ready  fail. 

The  light  yet  lading  with  the  favouring  gale.       635 

The  fleet  arriv'd,  the  news  flies  fwiftly  round. 

And  their  new  guefts  the  troubled  court  confound. 

The  time  was  ftiort ;  howe'er  the  council  met. 

Vile  minifters,  a  monfl:rous  motley  fet. 

Of  thefe,  the  chief  in  honour,  and  the  beft,         640 

Was  old  Achoreus  the  Memphian  prieft : 

In  Ifis  and  Oflris  he  believ'd. 

And  reverend  tales,  from  fire  to  fon  receiv'd; 

Could  mark  the  fwell  of  Nile's  increaiing  tide. 

And  many  an  Apis  in  his  time  had  dy'd ;  645 

Yet  was  his  age  with  gentleft  manners  fraught. 

Humbly  he  fpoke,  and  modeftly  he  taught. 

With  good  intent  the  pious  feer  arofe. 

And  told  how  much  their  fl:ate  to  Pompey  owes : 
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What  large  amends  their  monarch  ought  to  make,  6- 
Both  for  his  own,  and  for  his  father's  fake. 
But  fate  had  plac'd  a  fubtlcr  fpcaker  there, 
A  tongue  more  fitted  for  a  tyrant's  car, 
Pothinus,  deep  in  arts  of  mifchief  read. 
Who  thus,  with  falfc  perfuafion,  blindly  led 
The  eafy  king,  to  doom  his  guardian  dead : 

To  ftrifteft  jufHce  many  ills  belong. 
And  honelly  is  often  in  the  wrong  : 
Chiefly  when  ftubborn  rules  her  zealots  pufli. 
To  fwouv  thofe  whom  fortune  means  to  crulli.     660 
But  thou,  oh  royal  Ptolemy,  be  wife  ; 
Change  with  the  gods,  and.  fly  whom  fortune  flies. 
Not  earth,  from  yon  high  heavens  which  we  admire. 
Not  from  the  watery  element  the  fire. 
Are  fever'd  by  diiHnftion  half  fo  wide,  665 

As  interefl:  and  integrity  divide. 
The  mighty  power  of  kings  no  more  prevails, 
WhenjulHce  comes  with  her  deciding  fcales. 
Freedom  for  all  things,  and  a  lawlcG  fword. 
Alone  fupport  an  arbitrary  lord.  670 

He  that  is  cruel  mull  be  bold  in  ills. 
And  find  his  fufcty  from  the  blood  he  fpills. 
For  piety,  and  virtue's  flarving  rules, 
To  m;:an  retirements  let  them  lead  their  fools  : 
There,  may  they  flill  inglorioufly  be  good  ;         675 
None  can  be  fafc  in  courts,  who  blufli  at  blood. 
Nor  let  this  fugitive  dcfpifc  thy  years. 
Or  thin!:  a  name,  like  his,  can  caufe  thy  fears  : 
Exert  ihyfclf,  and  let  him  feel  thy  power, 
And  knew,  that  we  dare  drive  him  from  our  ihore.  68a 
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But  if  thou  wifh  to  lay  thy  greatnefs  down. 
To  fome  more  jufl  fucceiTion  yield  thy  crown; 
Thy  rival  filler  willingly  Ihall  reign. 
And  fave  our  ^gypt  from  a  foreign  chain. 
As  now,  at  firil:,  in  neutral  peace  we  lay,  685 

Nor  would  be  Pompey's  friends,  nor  Csfar's  prey. 
Vanquiih'd,  where'er  his  fortune  has  been  try'd. 
And  driv'n,  with  fcorn,  from  all  the  world  befide. 
By  Casfar  chac'd,  and  left  by  his  allies. 
To  us  a  baffled  vagabond  he  flies.  690 

The  poor  remaining  fenate  loath  his  fight. 
And  ruin'd  monarchs  curfe  his  fatal  flight : 
While  thoufand  phantoms  from  th'  unbury'd  flain. 
Who  feed  the  vultures  of  Emathia's  plain, 
Difailrous  Hill  purfue  him  in  the  rear,  695 

And  urge  his  foul  with  horror  and  defpair. 
To  us  for  refuge  now  he  feeks  to  run. 
And  would  once  more  with  ^gypt  be  undone. 
Roufe  then,  oh  Ptolemy,  reprefs  the  wrong ; 
He  thinks  we  have  enjoy'd  our  peace  too  long  :     700 
And  therefore  kindly  comes,  that  we  may  fliare 
The  crimes  of  flaughter,  and  the  woes  of  war. 
His  friendfliip  fliewn  to  thee  fufpicions  draws, 
A.nd  makes  us  feem  too  guilty  of  his  caufe : 
Thy  crown  beftow'd,  the  viftor  may  impute;       705 
The  fenate  gave  it,  but  at  Pompey's  fait. 
Nor,  Pompey  !  thou  thyfelf  fliall  think  it  hard. 
If  from  thy  aid,  by  fate,  we  are  debarr'd. 
We  follov/  where  the  gods,  conftraining,  lead ; 
We  ftrike  at  thine,  but  wilh  'twere  Cxfar's  head.  710 
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Our  weaknefs  this,  this  fate's  compulfion  call ; 

We  only  yield  to  him  who  conquers  all. 

Then  doubt  not  if  thy  blood  we  mean  to  fpill ; 

Power  awes  us;  if  we  can,  we  muft,  and  will. 

What  hopes  thy  fond  miftaken  foul  betray 'd,        71^ 

To  put  thy  truft  in  Egypt's  feeble  aid  ? 

Our  flothful  nation,  long  difus'd  to  toil. 

With  pain  fuffice  to  till  their  flimy  foil ; 

Our  idle  force  due  modefty  fhould  teach. 

Nor  dare  to  aim  beyond  its  humble  reach.  720 

Shall  we  refill:  where  Rome  was  forc'd  to  yield. 

And  make  us  parties  to  Pharfalia's  field  ? 

We  mix*d  not  in  the  fatal  flrife  before  : 

And  fhall  we,  when  the  world  has  given  it  o'er  ? 

Now !  when  we  know  th'  avenging  vigor's  power 

Nor  do  we  turn,  unpitying,  from  diftrefs  ;  726 

We  fly  not  Pompey's  woes,  but  feek  fuccefs. 

The  prudent  on  the  profperous  Hill  attends. 

And  none  but  fools  choofe  wretches  for  their  friends. 

He  faid ;  the  vile  aifembly  all  afTent,  730 

And  the  boy-king  his  glad  concurrence  lent. 
Fond  of  the  royalty  his  flaves  beftow'd. 
And  by  new  power  of  wickednefs  made  proud. 

Where  Cafmm  high  overlooks  the  flioaly  ftrand, 
A  bark  with  armed  ruffians  ftraight  is  mann'd. 
And  the  taflc  trufted  to  Achillas'  hand. 

Can  then  ^Egyptian  fouls  thus  proudly  dare ! 
Is  Rome,  ye  gods !  thus  fall'n  by  Civil  War! 
Can  you  to  Nile  transfer  the  Roman  guilt. 
And  let  fuch  blood  by  cowards  hands  be  fpilt  ?     740 
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Some  kindred  murderer  at  leaft  afFord, 

And  let  him  fall  by  Caefar's  worthy  fword. 

And  thou,  inglorious,  feeble,  beardlefs  boy ! 

Dar'il:  thou  thy  hand  in  fuch  a  deed  employ  ? 

Does  not  thy  trembling  heart,  with  horror,  dread  745 

Jove's  thunder,  grumbling  o'er  thy  guilty  head  ? 

Had  not  his  arms  with  triumphs  oft  been  crown'd; 

And  ev'n  the  vanquifli'd  world  his  conquell  own*d; 

Had  not  the  reverend  fenate  calPd  him  head. 

And  C^far  given  fair  Julia  to  his  bed,  750 

He  was  a  Roman  IHll  :  a  name  fhould  be 

For  ever  facred  to  a  king,  like  thee. 

Ah,  fool !  thus  blindly  by  thyfelf  undone. 

Thou  feek'ft  his  ruin,  who  upheld  thy  throne  : 

He  only  could  thy  feeble  power  maintain,  755 

Who  gave  thee  firft  o'er  Egypt's  realm  to  reign. 

The  feamen,  now,  advancing  near  to  fhore. 
Strike  the  wide  fail,  and  ply  the  plunging  oar; 
When  the  falfe  mifcreants  the  navy  meet. 
And  with  difembled  cheer  the  Roman  greet.         760 
They  feign  their  hofpitable  land  addrefs'd. 
With  ready  friendfhip,  to  receive  her  guell ; 
Excufmg  much  an  inconvenient  fhore. 
Where  ftioals  lie  thick,  and  meeting  currents  roar : 
From  his  tall  (hip,  unequal  to  the  place,  765 

They  beg  him  to  their  lighter  bark  to  pafs. 

Had  not  the  gods,  unchangeably,  decreed 
Devoted  Pompey  in  that  hour  to  bleed, 
A  thoufand  figns  the  danger  near  foretel. 
Seen  by  his  fad  prefaging  friends  too  well.  770 
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Had  their  low  fawning  juftly  been  defign'd. 

If  truth  could  lodge  in  an  >^gyptlan  mind. 

Their  Idng  himfelf  with  all  his  fleet  had  come. 

To  lead,  in  pomp,  his  benefaclor  home. 

But  thus  Fate  will'd;  and  Pompcy  chofj  to  bear  77  - 

A  certain  death  before  uncertain  fear. 

While,  now,  aboard  the  holtile  boat  he  goes,      •) 
To  follow  him  the  frantic  matron  vows,  ^ 

And  claims  her  partnership  in  all  his  woes.  3 

But,  oh  !   forbear  (he  cries)  my  love,  forbear;    780 
Thou  and  ray  fon  remain  in  fafety  here. 
Let  this  old  head  the  danger  firlt  explore. 
And  prove  the  faith  of  yon*  fufpecled  fhore. 
Ke  fpoke ;  but  flie,  unmov'd  at  his  commands. 
Thus  loud  exclaiming,  ftretch'd  her  eager  hands:  785 
V/hithcr,  inhuman  !  whither  art  thou  gone  ? 
Still  mud:  I  weep  our  common  griefs  alone  ? 
Joy  ftill,  with  thee,  forfakes  my  boding  heart ; 
And  fatal  11  the  hour  whene'er  we  part. 
Why  did  thy  vefTel  to  my  LePoos  turn  ?  790 

Why  was  I  from  the  faithful  ifland  borne  ? 
Muft  I  all  lands,  all  fliorcs,  alike,  forbear. 
And  only  on  the  feas  thy  f")rrows  fliare  ? 
Thus,  to  the  winds,  loud  plain'd  her  fruitlefs  tongue. 
While  eager  from  the  deck  on  high  file  hung;      795 
Trembling  with  wild  aftonifliment  and  fear. 
She  dares  not,  wliile  her,  parting  lord  they  bear. 
Turn  her  eyes  from  him  ohce,  or  fix  them  there. 
On  him  his  anxious  navy  all  are  bent. 
And  wait,  folicitous,  the  dire  event.  800 
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No  danger  aim'd  againil  his  life  they  doubt; 

Care  for  his  glory  only,  fills  their  thought : 

They  willi  he  may  not  {lain  his  name  renown'd. 

By  mean  fubmiffion  to  the  boy  he  crown'd. 

Juft  as  he  entered  o'er  the  vefTel's  fide,  805 

Hail,  general !  the  curs'd  Scptimius  cryM, 

A  Roman  once  in  generous  warfare  bred. 

And  oft  in  arms  by  mighty  Pompey  led  ; 

But  now  (what  vile  diihonour  muft  it  bring) 

The  ruffian  flave  of  an  Egyptian  king.  810 

Fierce  was  he,  horrible,  inur'd  to  blood. 

And  ruthlefs  as  the  fa\"age  of  the  wood. 

Oh,  Fortune !  who  but  would  have  calFd  thee  kind. 

And  thought  thee  mercifully  now  inclin'd. 

When  thy  o'er-ruling  providence  withheld  815 

This  hand  of  mifchief  from  Pharfalia's  field  ? 

But,  thus,  thou  fcatter'H  thy  dcHroying  fvvords. 

And  every  land  thy  vi6lims  thus  aflbrds. 

Shall  Pompey  at  a  tyrant's  bidding  bleed  I  "^ 

Can  Roman  hands  be  to  the  tafk  decreed!  > 

Ev'n  C?efar,  and  his  gods,  abhor  the  deed.  j 

Say  you  !  who  with  the  Hain  of  murder  brand 

Immortal  Brutus 's  avenging  hand. 

What  monflrous  title,  yet  to  fpeech  unknown. 

To  lateft  times  fhall  mark  Septimlus  down!  825 

Now  in  the  boat  defcncelefs  Pompey  fate. 
Surrounded  and  abandon'd  to  his  fate. 
Nor  long  they  hold  him  in  their  power,  aboard. 
Ere  every  villain  drew  his  ruthlefs  fword  :  829 

The  chief  perceiv'd  their  purpofe  foon,  and  fpread 
His  Roman  gown,  with  patience,  o'er  his  head  : 
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And  when  the  cursed  Achillas  pierc'd  his  breaif:. 
His  rifing  indignation  clofe  reprefs'd. 
No  fighs,  no  groans,  his  dignity  profan'd. 
No  tears  his  ftill  unfully'd  glory  ftain'd  :  835 

Unmov'd  and  firm  he  fix'd  him  on  his  feat. 
And  dyM,  as  when  he  liv'd  and  conquer'd,  great. 
Meanwhile,  within  his  equal  parting  foul, 
Thefe  lateft  pleafing  thoughts  revolving  roll. 
In  this  my  ftrongell  trial,  and  my  laft,  84® 

As  in  fome  theatre  I  here  am  plac'd : 
The  faith  of  ^gypt,  and  my  fate,  (hall  be 
A  theme  for  prefent  times,  and  late  pofterity. 
Much  of  my  former  life  was  crown'd  with  praife. 
And  honours  waited  on  my  early  days :  845 

Then,  fearlefs,  let  me  this  dread  period  meet. 
And  force  the  world  to  own  the  fcene  complete. 
Nor  grieve,  my  heart  1  by  fuch  bafe  hands  to  bleed  ; 
Whoever  ftrikes  the  blow,  *t  is  Casfar's  deed. 
What,  though  this  mangled  carcafe  ihall  be  torn,  850 
Thefe  limbs  be  toft  about  for  public  fcorn ; 
My  long  profperity  has  found  its  end. 
And  death  comes  opportunely,  like  a  friend  : 
It  comes,  to  fet  me  free  from  fortune's  power. 
And  gives,  what  (he  can  rob  me  of  no  more.        855 
My  wife  and  fon  behold  me  now,  't  is  true ; 
Oh !  may  no  tears,  no  groans,  my  fate  purfue ! 
My  virtue  rather  let  their  praife  approve. 
Let  them  admire  my  death,  and  my  remembrance  love. 
Such  conftancy  in  that  dread  hour  remained,     86d 
And,  to  the  laft,  the  ftruggling  foul  fuftain'd. 
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Not  fo  the  matron's  feebler  powers  reprefs'd 
The  wild  impatience  of  her  frantic  breail: 
With  every  ftab  her  bleeding  heart  was  torn. 
With  wounds  much  harder  to  be  feen  than  borne.    865 
'T  is  I,  't  is  I  have  murder'd  him  !   ((he  cries) 
My  love  the  fvvord  and  ruthlefs  hand  fupplies. 
'T  was  I  allur'd  him  to  my  fatal  ifle. 
That  cruel  Caefar  firfl  might  reach  the  Nile ; 
For  Csefar  fure  is  there ;  no  hand  but  his  870 

Has  right  to  fuch  a  parricide  as  this. 
But  whether  Caefar,  or  who'er  thou  art. 
Thou  haft  miftook  the  way  to  Pompey's  heart : 
That  facred  pledge  in  my  fad  bofom  lies. 
There  plunge  thy  dagger,  and  he  more  than  dies.  875 
Me  too,  moft  worthy  of  thy  fury  know. 
The  partner  of  his  arms,  and  fvvorn  your  foe. 
Of  all  our  Roman  wives,  I  fmgly  bore 
The  camp's  fatigue,  the  fea's  tempeftuous  roar : 
No  dangers,  not  the  vidlor's  wrath,  I  fear'd  ;      88o 
What  mighty  monarchs  durft  not  do,  I  dar'd. 
Thefe  guilty  arms  did  their  glad  refuge  yield. 
And  clafp'd  him,  flying  from  Pharfalia's  field. 
Ah,  Pompey  !  doft  thou  thus  my  faith  reward  ? 
Shalt  thou  be  doom'd  to  die,  and  I  be  fpar'd?     885 
But  Fate  Ihall  many  means  of  death  afford. 
Nor  want  th'  affiftance  of  a  tyrant's  fword. 
And  you,  my  friends,  in  pity,  let  me  leap 
Hence  headlong,  down  amidft  the  tumbling  deep  : 
Or  to  my  neck  the  ftrangling  cordage  tie  ; 
If  there  be  any  friend  of  Pompey  nigh. 
Transfix  me,  ftab  me,  do  but  let  me  die. 


i84  R  O  W  E's     P  O  E  M  S. 

My  lord  !  my  hufba-^d!— Yet  thou  art  not  dead; 
And  fee !   Cornelia  is  a  captive  led: 
From  thee  their  cruel  hands  thy  wife  detain,         89: 
Refcrv'd  to  wear  th'  infulting  vigor's  chain. 

She  fpoke  ;  and  fdifening  funk  in  cold  defpair  ; 
Her  weeping  maids  the  lifelefs  burden  bear; 
While  the  pale  mariners  the  bark  unmoor. 
Spread  every  fail,  and  fly  the  faithlefs  fliore.        9c 

Nor  agonies,  nor  livid  death,  difgrace 
The  facred  features  of  the  hero's  face ; 
In  the  cold  vifage,  mournfully  ferene. 
The  fame  indignant  majefty  was  feen ; 
There  virtue  iVill  unchangeable  abode,  90; 

Ar.d  fcorn'd  the  fpite  of  every  partial  god. 

Tiie  bloody  bufinefs  now  complete  and  done. 
New  Furies  urge  the  fierce  Septimius  on. 
Hf'  rends  the  robe  that  veil'd  the  hero's  head, 
And  to  fall  v'lejv  expos'd  the  recent  dead  ;  910 

Hard  in  his  horrid  gripe  the  face  he  prefs'd. 
While  yet  tlie  quivering  mufcles  life  confefs'd  : 
He  dre  /  the  dragging  body  down  with  haflc. 
Then  crofs  a  rower's  feat  the  neck  he  plac'd ; 
There,  aukward,  haggling,  he  divides  the  bone  915 
^Tlie  headfman's  art  was  then  but  rudely  known) . 
Straight  on  the  fpoil  his  Pharian  partner  flics. 
And  robs  the  heartlefs  villain  of  his  prize. 
The  head,  his  trophy,  proud  Achillas  bears; 
Septimius  an  inferior  drudge  appears. 
And  in  the  meaner  mifchirf  poorly  (liares. 
Caught  by  the  venerable  locks,  which  grow 
In  hoary  ringlets,  on  his  generous  brow. 


} 
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To  ^Egypt's  impious  king  that  head  they  bear. 

That  laurels  us'd  to  bind,  and  monarchs  fear.      925 

Thofe  lacred  lips,  and  that  commandi.ig  tongue. 

On  which  the  liitening  Forum  oft  has  hung ; 

That  tongue  which  could  the  world  with  eafe  rellrain. 

And  ne'er  commanded  war  or  peace  in  vain ; 

That  face,  in  which  fuccefs  came  fmiling  home,  930 

And  doubled  every  joy  it  brought  to  Rome  : 

Now  pale,  and  wan,  is  fix'd  upon  a  fpear. 

And  borne,  for  public  view,  aloft  in  air. 

The  tyrant,  pleas'd,  beheld  it;  and  decreed 

To  keep  this  pledge  of  his  detefted  deed.  935 

His  flaves  ftraight  drain  the  ferous  parts  away. 

And  arm  the  wafting  flefh  againft  decay  ; 

Then  drugs  and  gums  through  the  void  vellels  pafs. 

And  for  duration  fix  the  ftiffening  mafs. 

Inglorious  boy  I  degenerate  and  bafe  !  9.^0 

Thou  laft  and  worft  of  the  Lagacan  race  ! 

Whofe  feeble  throne,  ere  long,  iliall  be  compelPd 

To  thy  lafcivious  filler's  reign  to  yield : 

Canll  thou,  with  altars,  and  with  rites  divine. 

The  ralh  vain  youth  of  Macedon  inlhrine  ;  945 

Can  vEgypt  fuch  ftupendous  fabrics  build  ; 

Can  her  wide  plains  with  pyramids  be  fiU'd ; 

Canft  thou,  beneath  fuch  monumental  pride. 

The  worthlefs  Ptolcma:an  fathers  hide ; 

Wliilethe  great  Pompey's  hcadlefs  trunk  is  tofs'd  95a 

In  fcorn,  unbury'd,  on  thy  barbarous  coaft? 

Was  it  fo  much  ?   Could  not  thy  care  fufncc. 
To  keep  him  whole,  and  glut  his  father's  ey<is  f 
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In  this,  his  fortune  ever  held  the  fame. 

Still  wholly  kind,  or  wholly  crofs,  fhc  came.        95^ 

Patient,  his  long  profperity  fhe  bore. 

But  kept  his  death,  and  this  fad  day,  in  ftore. 

No  meddling  god  did  e'er  his  power  employ. 

To  eafc  his  forrows,  or  to  damp  his  joy  ; 

Unmingled  came  the  bitter  and  the  fweet,  960 

And  all  his  good  and  evil  was  complete. 

No  fooner  was  he  llruck  by  fortune's  hand. 

But,  fee  !  he  lies  unbury'd  on  the  fand  ; 

Rocks  tear  him,  billows  tofs  him  up  and  down. 

And  Pompcy  by  a  headlcfs  trunk  is  known.  965 

Yet  ere  proud  Cxfar  touch'd  the  Pharian  Nile, 
Chance  found  his  mangled  foe  a  funeral  pile ; 
In  pity  half,  and  half  in  fcorn,  llie  gave 
A  wretched,  to  prevent  a  nobler  grave. 
Cordus,  a  follower  long  of  Pompcy's  fate,  970 

(His  qua-"ftor  in  Idalian  Cyprus  late) 
From  a  clofe  cave,  in  covert  where  he  lay. 
Swift  to  the  neighbouring  Hiorc  betook  his  way  : 
Safe  in  the  (lielter  of  the  gloomy  fhadc. 
And  by  ftrong  ties  of  pious  duty  fway'd. 
The  fearlcfs  youth  the  watery  flrand  furvey'd. 
*Twas  now  the  thickeft  darkncfs  of  the  night. 
And  waining  Phabe  lent  a  feeble  light ; 
Yet  foon  the  glimmering  goddefs  plainly  ftiew'd 
The  paler  corfe,  amidll  the  duflcy  flood.  980 

'I  he  plunging  Roman  llics  to  its  relief. 
And  with  llrong  arms  infolds  the  floating  chief. 
Long  drove  his  labour  with  the  tumbling  main. 
And  dragg'd  the  facrcd  burden  on  with  pain. 
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Nigh  weary  now,  the  waves  inftruft  him  well,     985 
iO  feize  th'  advantage  of  th'  alternate  fwell : 
3orne  on  the  mounting  furge,  to  Ihore  he  flies. 
And  on  the  beach  in  fafety  lands  his  prize. 
There  o'er  the  dead  he  hangs  with  tender  care. 
And  drops  in  every  gaping  wound  a  tear  :  990 

Then,  lifting  to  the  gloomy  ikies  his  head. 
Thus  to  the  liars,  and  cruel  gods,  he  pray'd : 

See,  fortune  !  where  thy  Pompey  lies  !  and  oh ! 
In  pity,  one,  laft  little  boon  bellow. 
He  afks  no  heaps  of  frankincenfe  to  rife,  905 

No  eallern  odours  to  perfume  the  Ikies; 
No  Roman  necks  his  patriot  corfe  to  bear. 
No  reverend  train  of  ilatues  to  appear ; 
'No  pageant  fhows  his  glories  to  record. 
And  tell  the  triumphs  of  his  conquering  fword;  1 00a 
No  inflruments  in  plaintive  notes  to  found. 
Mo  legions  fad  to  march  in  folemn  round; 
A  bier,  no  better  than  the  vulgar  need, 
A  little  wood  the  kindling  flame  to  feed. 
With  fome  poor  hand  to  tend  the  homely  fire,     loo^- 
'Is  all,  thefe  wretched  relicks  now  require. 
Your  wrath,  ye  powers !   Cornelia's  hand  denies ; 
ILet  that,  for  every  other  lofs,  fuffice  ; 
She  takes  not  her  laft  leave,  flie  weeps  not  here. 
And  yet  ftie  is,  ye  gods !  flie  is  too  near.  10 10 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  he  faw  where  through  the  fhade 
A.flender  flame  its  gleaming  light  difplay'd; 
There,  as  it  chanc'd,  abandcn'd  and  unmourn'd, 
A  poor  negleded  body  lonely  burn'd. 
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He  feiz'd  the  kindled  brands ;  and  oh  1  (he  faid)  1015 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  forgive  me,  friendlefs  fhade  ; 

And  though  unpity'd  and  forlorn  thou  lie, 

Thyfelf  a  better  office  llialt  fupply. 

If  there  be  fenfe  in  fouls  departed,  thine 

To  my  great  leader  Ihail  her  rites  refign ;  1020 

With  humble  joy  ihall  quit  her  meaner  claim. 

And  blulh  to  burn,  when  Pompey  wants  the  flame. 

He  faid ;  and,  gathering  in  his  garment,  bore 
The  glowing  fragments  to  the  neighbouring  Ihore. 
There  foon  arriv'd,  the  noble  trunk  he  found,    1025 
Half  wafh'd  into  the  flood,  half  refting  on  the  ground. 
With  diligence  his  hands  a  trench  prepare. 
Fit  it  around,  and  place  the  body  there. 
No  cloven  oaks  in  lofty  order  lie. 
To  lift  the  great  patrician  to  the  Iky  :  1030 

By  chance  a  few  poor  planks  were  hard  at  hand. 
By  fome  late  fliip wreck  call  upon  the  llrand; 
Thefe  pious  Cordus  gathers  where  they  lay. 
And  plants  about  the  chief,  as  bell:  he  may. 

Now  while  the  blaze  began  to  rife  around,      1035 
The  youth  fat  mournful  by  upon  the  ground: 
And  ah  1  (he  cry'd)  if  this  unworthy  flame 
Difgrace  thy  great,  majeftic,  Roman  name ; 
If  the  rude  outrage  of  the  llormy  feas 
Seem  better  to  thy  glioft,  than  rites  like  thefe;   1040 
Yet  let  thy  injur'd  fliade  the  wrong  forget. 
Which  duty  and  ofRcious  zeal  commit. 
Fate  feems  itfcif,  in  my  excufe  to  plead. 
And  thy  hard  fortune  juflifies  my  deed. 
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I  only  wiih'd,  nor  is  that  wifh  in  vain,  1045 

To  fave  thee  from  the  monfters  of  the  main ; 

From  vultures  claws,  from  lions  that  devour. 

From  mortal  malice,  and  from  Caefar's  power. 

No  longer,  then,  this  humbler  flame  withftand ; 

'T  is  lighted  to  thee  by  a  Roman  hand.  I050 

If  e'er  the  gods  permit  unhappy  me^ 

Once  more,  thy  lov'd  Hefperian  land  to  fee> 

With  me  thy  exil'd  afhes  fhall  return. 

And  chafte  Cornelia  give  thee  to  thy  urn. 

Mean-while,  a  fignal  fliall  thy  care  provide,       1055 

Some  future  Roman  votary  to  guide ; 

When  with  due  rites  thy  fate  he  would  deplore. 

And  thy  pale  head  to  thefe  thy  limbs  reftore  : 

Then  Ihall  he  mark  the  witnefs  of  my  ftone. 

And,  taught  by  me,  thy  facred  ghofl  atone.       1060 

He  fpoke ;  and  ftraight,  with  bufy,  pious  hands, 
Heap'd  on  the  fmoking  corfe  the  fcatter'd  brands : 
Slow  funk  amidfl  the  fire  the  wafting  dead. 
And  the  faint  flame  with  dropping  marrow  fed. 
Now  'gan  the  glittering  ftars  to  fade  away,         1065 
Before  the  rofy  promife  of  the  day. 
When  the  pale  youth  th'  unfinifli'd  rites  forfook. 
And  to  the  covert  of  his  cave  betook. 

Ah  !  why  thus  raftily  would  thy  fears  difclalm 
That  only  deed,  which  muft  record  thy  name  ?  1070 
Ev'n  Caefar's  felf  fliall  juft  applaufe  beftow. 
And  praife  the  Roman  that  inters  his  foe. 
Securely  tell  him  where  his  fon  is  laid. 
And  he  fliall  give  thee  back  his  mangled  head. 

VOL.  XXIX.  u 
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But  foon  behold  1  the  bolder  youth  returns,     1075 
While,  half  confum'd,  the  fmouldering  carcafe  burns  ; 
Ere  yet  the  cleanfing  fire  had  melted  down 
The  fleihy  mufcles,  from  the  firmer  bone. 
He  quench'd  the  relics  in  the  briny  wave. 
And  hid  them,  hafty,  in  a  narrow  grave  :  1080 

Then  with  a  ftone  the  facred  duft  he  binds. 
To  guard  it  from  the  breath  of  fcattering  winds : 
And  left  fome  heedlefs  mariner  fhould  come. 
And  violate  the  warrior's  humble  tomb ; 
Thus  with  a  line  the  monument  he  keeps,  1085 

*'  Beneath  this  ftone  the  once  great  Pompey  fleeps 
Oh  fortune !  can  thy  malice  fwell  fo  high  ? 
Canft  thou  with  Caefar's  every  wifh  comply  ? 
Muft  he,  thy  Pompey  once,  thus  meanly  lie  ? 
But  oh!  forbear,  miftaken  man,  forbear!  1090 

Nor  dare  to  fix  the  mighty  Pompey  there  : 
Where  there  are  feas,  or  air,  or  earth,  or  fkies, 
Where-e'er  Rome's  empire  ftretches,  Pompey  lies  : 
Far  be  the  vile  memorial  then  convey'd ! 
Nor  let  this  ftone  the  partial  gods  upbraid.  1095 

Shall  Hercules  all  Oeta's  heights  demand. 
And  Nyfa's  hill,  for  Bacchus  only,  ftand; 
While  one  poor  pebble  is  the  warrior's  doom. 
That  fought  the  caufe  of  liberty  and  Rome  ? 
If  fate  decrees  he  muft  in  ^gypt  lie,  1 100 

Let  the  whole  fertile  realm  his  grave  fupply : 
Yield  the  wide  country  to  his  awful  ftiade. 
Nor  let  us  bear  on  any  part  to  tread,  • 
Fearful  to  violate  the  mighty  dead. 


\ 


\ 


\ 


LUCAN's    PHARSALIA,    Book  VIII.        291 

But  if  one  ftone  muft  bear  the  facred  name,  1 105 

Let  it  be  fill'd  with  long  records  of  fame. 

There  let  the  paiTenger,  with  wonder,  read. 

The  pirates  vanquifh'd,  and  the  ocean  freed ; 

Sertorius  taught  to  yield;  the  Alpine  war; 

And  the  young  Roman  knight's  triumphal  car.   1 1 10 

With  thefe,  the  mighty  Pontic  king  be  plac'd. 

And  every  nation  of  the  vanquifh'd  eaft  : 

Tell  with  what  loud  applaufe  of  Rome,  he  drove 

Thrice  his  glad  wheels  to  Capitolian  Jove  :  i 

Tell  too,  the  patriot's  greatell,  beft  renown. 

Tell,  how  the  vidlor  laid  his  empire  down. 

And  chang'd  his  armour  for  the  peaceful  gown. 

But  ah  !  what  marbles  to  the  tafk  fuffice  ! 

Inftead  of  thefe,  turn,  Roman,  turn  thy  eyes ; 

Seek  the  known  name  our  Fafti  us'd  to  wear,     1 120 

The  noble  mark  of  many  a  glorious  year ; 

The  name  that  wont  the  trophy'd  arch  to  grace. 

And  ev'n  the  temples  of  the  gods  found  place  : 

Decline  thee  lowly,  bending  to  the  ground,        1 1 24 

And  there  that  name,  that  Pompey  may  be  found. 

Oh  fatal  land  !  what  curfe  can  I  bellow. 
Equal  to  thofe,  we  to  thy  mifchiefs  owe  ? 
Well  did  the  wife  Cuma^an  maid  of  yore 
Warn  our  Hefperian  chiefs  to  (hun  thy  fliore. 
Forbid,  juft  heavens !  your  dews  to  blefs  the  foil,  1 130 
And  thou,  withhold  thy  waters,  fruitful  Nile ! 
Like  iEgypt,  like  the  land  of  ^thiops,  burn. 
And  her  fat  earth  to  fandy  deferts  turn. 
Have  we,  with  honours,  dead  Ofiris  crown'd. 
And  mourn'd  him  to  the  tinkling  timbrel's  found ; 
u  2 
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Received  her  Ifis  to  divine  abodes,  1 1 36 

And  rank'd  her  dogs  deform 'd  with  Roman  gods; 

While,  in  defpite  of  Pompey's  injur'd  ihade. 

Low  in  her  dull  his  facred  bones  are  laid  ! 

And  thou,  oh  Rome  !  by  whofe  forgetful  hand    1 140 

Altars  and  temples,  rear'd  to  tyrants,  ftand, 

Canft  thou  negledl  to  call  thy  hero  home. 

And  leave  his  ghoft  in  banifhment  to  roam  ? 

What  though  the  viftor's  frown,  and  thy  bafe  fear. 

Bad  thee,  at  iirft,  the  pious  tafk  forbear ;  1 1 45 

Yet  now,  at  lead,  oh  let  him  now  return. 

And  reft  with  honour  in  a  Roman  urn. 

Nor  let  miftaken  fuperftition  dread. 

On  fuch  occafions,  to  difturb  the  dead  ; 

Oh  1  would  commanding  Rome  my  hand  employ,  1 1 50 

The  impious  tafk  fhould  be  perform'd  with  joy  : 

How  wou!  i  I  fly  to  tear  him  from  the  tomb. 

And  bear  his  alhes  in  my  bofom  home ! 

Perhaps,  when  flames  their  dreadful  ravage  make. 

Or  groaning  earth  fliall  from  the  center  Ihake  j  1 155 

When  blafting  dews  the  rifmg  harveft  feize. 

Or  nations  ficken  with  fome  dire  difeafe  : 

The  gods,  in  mercy  to  us,  fliall  command 

To  fetch  our  Pompey  from  th*  accurfed  land. 

Then,  when  his  venerable  bones  draw  near. 

In  long  proceflions  fliall  the  priefts  appear. 

And  their  great  chief  the  facred  relics  bear. 

Or  if  thou  ftill  pofl^cfs  the  Pharian  fliorc. 

What  traveller  but  fliall  thy  grave  explore ; 

Whether  he  tread  Syene's  burning  foil,  1 165 

Or  vifit  fultry  Thebes,  or  fruitful  Nile  : 
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Or  if  the  merchants,  drawn  by  hopes  of  gain. 
Seek  rich  Arabia,  and  the  ruddy  main  ; 
With  holy  rites  thy  fhade  fhall  he  atone. 
And  bow  before  thy  venerable  Hone.  1170 

For  who  but  (hall  prefer  thy  tomb  above 
The  meaner  fane  of  an  Egyptian  Jove? 
Nor  envy  thou,  if  abjedl  Romans  raife 
Statues  and  temples,  to  their  tyrant's  praife  ; 
Though  his  proud  name  on  altars  may  prefide,  1 175 
And  thine  be  wafh'd  by  every  rolling  tide  ; 
Thy  grave  Ihall  the  vain  pageantry  defpife. 
Thy  grave,  where  that  great  god,  thy  fortune,  lies. 
Ev'n  thofe  who  kneel  not  to  the  gods  above, 
Nor  offer  facrifice  or  prayer  to  Jove,  1 180 

To  the  Bidental  bend  their  humble  eyes. 
And  worfliip  where  the  bury'd  thunder  lies. 
Perhaps  fate  wills,  in  honour  to  thy  fame. 
No  marble  Ihall  record  thy  mighty  name. 
So  may  thy  duft,  ere  long,  be  worn  away,  1 185 

And  all  remembrance  of  thy  wrongs  decay  : 
Perhaps  a  better  age  fhall  come,  when  none 
Shall  think  thee  ever  laid  beneath  this  ftone; 
When  Egypt's  boaft  of  Pompey's  tomb  fhall  prove 
As  unbeliev'd  a  tale,  as  Crete  relates  of  Jove.  1 190 
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LUCAN's     PHARSALIA, 
BOOK      IX. 

THE     ARGUMENT. 

The  poet  having  ended  the  foregoing  book  with  the  death  of 
Pompey,  begins  this  with  his  Apotheofis;  from  thence,  after 
a  {hort  account  of  Cato's  gathering  up  the  relics  of  the  battle 
of  Pharfalia,  and  tranfporting  them  to  Cyrene  in  Africa,  he 
goes  on  to  defcribe  Cornelia's  paflion  upon  the  death  of  her 
huiband.  Amongft  other  things,  fhe  informs  his  fon  Sextus 
of  his  father's  lait  commands,  to  continue  the  war  in  defence 
of  the  commonwealth.  Sextus  fets  fail  for  Gate's  camp,  where 
he  meets  his  elder  brother  Cn.  Pompeius,  and  acquaints  him 
with  the  fate  of  their  father.  Upon  this  occafion  the  poet  de- 
fcribes  the  rage  of  the  elder  Pompey,  and  the  diforders  that 
happened  in  the  camp,  both  which  Cato  appeafes.  To  pre- 
vent any  future  inconvenience  of  this  kind,  he  refolves  to  put 
them  upon  adtion,  and  in  order  to  that  to  join  with  Juba. 
After  a  defcription  of  the  Syrts,  and  their  dangerous  paflage  by 
them,  follows  Cato's  fpeech  to  encourage  the  foldiers  to  march 
through  the  deferts  of  Libya ;  then  an  account  of  Libya,  the 
deferts,  and  their  march.  In  the  middle  of  which  is  a  beau- 
tiful digreflion  concerning  the  templeof  Jupiter- A mmon,  with 
Laljienus's  perfuafion  to  Cato  to  enquire  of  the  oracle  concern- 
ing the  event  of  the  war,  and  Cato's  famous  anfwer.  From  thence, 
after  a  warm  elogy  upon  Cato,  the  author  goes  on  to  the  account 
of  the  original  of  ferpents  in  Afric  j  and  this,  with  the  defcrip- 
tion of  the  various  kinds,  and  the  feveral  deaths  of  the  foldiers 
by  them,  is  perhaps  the  moft  poetical  part  of  this  whole  work. 
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At  Leptls  he  leaves  Cato,  and  returns  to  Caefar,  whom  he  brings 
into  Egypt,  after  having  fhewn  him  the  ruins  of  Troy,  and  from 
thence  taken  an  occafion  to  fpeak  well  of  poetry  in  general, 
and  himfelf  in  particular,  Caefar,  upon  his  arrival  on  the 
coaft  of  ^gypt,  is  met  by  an  ambaflador  from  Ptolemy  with 
Pompey's  head.  He  receives  the  prefent  (according  to  Lucan) 
with  a  feigned  abhorrence,  and  concludes  the  book  with  tears, 
and  a  fceming  grief  for  the  misfortune  of  fo  great  a  man. 

■^OR  in  the  dying  embers  of  its  pile 

Slept  the  great  foul  upon  the  banks  of  Nile, 
Nor  longer,  by  the  earthy  parts  rellrain'd, 
Amidft  its  wretched  relics  was  detain'd ; 
But,  adlive  and  impatient  of  delay,  5 

Shot  from  the  mouldering  heap,  and  upwards  urg'd 

its  way. 
Far  in  thofe  azure  regions  of  the  air 
Which  border  on  the  rolling  Harry  fphere. 
Beyond  our  orb,  and  nearer  to  that  height. 
Where  Cynthia  drives  around  her  filver  light;         10 
Their  happy  feats  the  demi-gods  pofTefs, 
Refin'd  by  virtue,  and  prepar'd  for  blifs ; 
Of  life  unblam'd,  a  pure  and  pious  race,  n 

Worthy  that  lower  heaven  and  ftars  to  grace,  > 

Divine,  and  equal  to  the  glorious  place.  J 

There  Pompey's  foul,  adorn'd  with  heavenly  light,  16 
Soon  fhone  among  the  reft,  and  as  the  reft  was  bright. 
New  to  the  bleft  abode,  with  wonder  fiU'd, 
The  ftars  and  moving  planets  he  beheld ; 
Then  looking  down  on  the  fun's  feeble  ray, 
Survey'd  our  dufky,  faint,  imperfeft  day. 
And  under  what  a  cloud  of  night  we  lay. 
u  4 


»96  R  O  W  E's    P  0  E  M  S. 

But  when  he  faw,  how  on  the  ihore  forlorn 

His  headlefs  trunk  was  caft  for  public  fcorn ; 

When  he  beheld,  how  envious  fortune,  flill,  25 

Took  pains  to  ufe  a  fenfelefs  carcafe  ill. 

He  fmil'd  at  the  vain  malice  of  his  foe. 

And  pity'd  impotent  mankind  below. 

Then  lightly  paffing  o'er  Emathla's  plain. 

His  flying  navy  fcatter'd  on  the  main,  30 

And  cruel  Caefar's  tents;  he  fix'd  at  laft 

His  refidence  in  Brutus'  facred  breaft  : 

There  brooding  o'er  his  country's  wrongs  he  fate. 

The  Hate's  avenger,  and  the  tyrant's  fate  ; 

There  mournful  Rome  might  ftill  her  Pompey  find,  35 

There,  and  in  Cato's  free  unconquer'd  mind. 

He,  while  in  deep  fufpenfe  the  world  yet  lay. 
Anxious  and  doubtful  whom  it  fhould  obey. 
Hatred  avow'd  to  Pompey's  felf  did  bear. 
Though  his  companion  in  the  common  war.  40 

Though,  by  the  fenate's  juft  command,  they  Hood 
Engag'd  together  for  the  public  good; 
But  dread  Pharfalia  did  all  doubts  decide. 
And  firmly  fix'd  him  to  the  vanquifh'd  fide. 
His  helplefs  country,  like  an  orphan  left,  45 

Friendlefs  and  poor,  of  all  fupport  bereft. 
He  took  and  cherifh'd  with  a  father's  care. 
He  comforted,  he  bad  her  not  to  fear  ; 
And  taught  her  feeble  hands  once  more  the  trade 

of  war. 

Nor  luft  of  empire  did  his  courage  fway,  50 

Nor  hate,  nor  proud  repugnance  to  obey  : 
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Paffions  and  private  intereft  he  forgot ; 
Not  for  himfelf,  but  liberty  he  fought. 
Straight  to  Corcyra's  port  his  way  he  bent. 
The  fwlft  advancing  vidlor  to  prevent ;  55 

Who,  marching  fudden  on  to  new  fuccefs. 
The  fcatter'd  legions  might  with  eafe  opprefs. 
There,  with  the  ruins  of  ^mathia's  field. 
The  flying  hoft,  a  thoufand  Ihips  he  fill'd. 
Who  that  from  land,  with  wonder,  had  defcry'd     60 
The  pafling  fleet,  in  all  its  naval  pride, 
Stretch'd  wide,  and  o'er  the  diflant  ocean  fpread. 
Could  have  believ'd  thofe  mighty  numbers  fled  ? 
Malea  o'erpafl:,  and  the  Tsenarian  fliore. 
With  fwelling  fails  he  for  Cythera  bore  :  65 

Then  Crete  he  faw,  and  with  a  northern  wind 
Soon  left  the  fam'd  Diftaean  ifle  behind. 
Urg'd  by  the  bold  Phycuntines  churlifti  pride, 
(Their  ftiores,  their  haven,  to  his  fleet  deny'd) 
The  chief  reveng'd  the  wrong,  and  as  he  pafs'd,  70 
Laid  their  unhofpitable  city  wafte. 
Thence  wafted  forward,  to  the  coaft  he  came 
Which  took  of  old  from  Palinure  its  name. 
(Nor  Italy  this  monument  alone 
Can  boaft,  fmce  Libya's  Palinure  has  fliown 
Her  peaceful  fliores  were  to  the  Trojan  known.) 
From  hence  they  foon  defcry  with  doubtful  pain. 
Another  navy  on  the  diflant  main. 
Anxious  they  ftand,  and  now  expedl  the  foe. 
Now  their  companions  in  the  public  woe  :  80 
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The  vigor's  hafte  inclines  them  moll  to  fear  : 

Each  vefTel  feems  a  holHle  face  to  wear. 

And  every  fail  they  fpy,  they  fancy  C£efar  there 

But  oh,  thofe  (hips  a  different  burden  bore, 

A  mournful  freight  they  wafted  to  the  fliore  :         85 

Sorrows  that  might  tears,  ev'n  from  Cato,  gain. 

And  teach  the  rigid  Stoic  to  complain. 

When  long  the  fad  Cornelia's  prayers,  in  vain. 
Had  try'd  the  flying  navy  to  detain. 
With  Sextus  long  had  ftrove,  and  long  implor'd,    90 
To  wait  the  relics  of  her  murder'd  lord  ; 
The  waves,  perchance,  might  the  dear  pledge  reftore. 
And  waft  him  bleeding  from  the  faithlefs  fhore  : 
Still  grief  and  love  their  various  hopes  infpire. 
Till  fhe  beholds  her  Pompey's  funeral  fire,  95 

Till  on  the  land  flie  fees  th'  ignoble  flame 
Afcend,  unequal  to  the  hero's  name  ; 
Then  into  j  uft  complaints  at  length  (he  broke. 
And  thus  with  pious  indignation  fpoke  : 

Oh  fortune!  doll:  thou  then  difdain  t' afford      100 
My  love's  laft  office  to  my  d^areft  lord? 
Am  I  one  chafte,  one  laft  embrace  deny'd  ? 
Shall  I  not  lay  me  by  his  clay-cold  fide. 
Nor  tears  to  bathe  his  gaping  wounds  provide 
Am  I  unv/orthy  the  {ad  torch  to  bear,  1 05 

To  light  the  flame,  and  burn  my  flowing  hair  ? 
To  gather  from  the  fliore  the  noble  fpoil. 
And  place  it  decent  on  the  fatal  pile  ? 
Shall  not  his  bones  and  facred  duft  be  borne. 
In  this  fad  bofom  to  their  peaceful  urn ?  no 
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Whate'er  the  laft  confuming  flame  fliall  leave. 

Shall  not  this  widow'd  hand  by  right  receive. 

And  to  the  gods  the  precious  relics  give  ? 

Perhaps,  this  laft  refpedl,  which  I  fhould  {how 

Some  vile  j^gyptian  hand  does  now  beftow 

Injurious  to  the  Roman  fhade  below. 

Happy,  my  CrafTus,  were  thy  bones,  which  lay 

Expos'd  to  Parthian  birds  and  beads  of  prey  I 

Here  the  laft  rites  the  cruel  gods  allow. 

And  for  a  curfe  my  Pompey's  pile  beftow.  120 

For  ever  will  the  fame  fad  fate  return? 

Still  an  unburied  hulhand  muft  I  mourn. 

And  weep  my  forrows  o'er  an  empty  urn  ? 

But  why  ftiould  tombs  be  built,  or  urns  be  made  ? 

Does  grief  like  mine  require  their  feeble  aid  ?        125 

Is  he  not  lodg'd,  thou  wretch  !  within  thy  heart. 

And  fix'd  in  every  deareft  vital  part  ? 

O'er  monuments  furviving  wives  may  grieve. 

She  ne'er  will  need  them,  who  difdains  to  live. 

But  oh  1  behold  where  yon  malignant  flames         130 

Caft  feebly  forth  their  mean  inglorious  beams  : 

From  my  lov'd  lord,  his  dear  remains,  they  rife. 

And  bring  my  Pompey  to  my  weeping  eyes ; 

And  now  they  fmk,  the  languid  lights  decay. 

The  cloudy  fmoke  all  eaftward  rolls  away. 

And  wafts  my  hero  to  the  rifing  day. 

Me  too  the  winds  demand,  with  freftiening  gales 

Envious  they  call,  and  ftretch  the  fwelling  fails.   139 

No  land  on  earth  feems  dear 

No  land  that  crowns  and  triu 

And  with  new  laurels  bound 
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That  happy  Pompey  to  my  thoughts  is  loft. 

He  that  is  left,  lies  dead  on  yonder  coaft ; 

He,  only  he,  is  all  I  now  demand. 

For  him  I  linger  near  this  curfed  land;  145 

Endear'd  by  crimes,  for  horrors  lov'd  the  more, 

I  cannot,  will  not,  leave  the  Pharian  Ihore. 

Thou  Sextus,  thou  fhalt  prove  the  chance  of  war,  "J 

And  through  the  world  thy  father's  enfigns  bear,    > 

Then  hear  his  laft  command,  intrufted  to  my  care,     j 

"  When-e'er  my  laft,  my  fatal  hour  ftiall  come,  151 

"  Arm  you,  my  fons,  for  liberty  and  Rome ; 

"  While  one  ihall  of  our  free-born  race  remain, 

'*  Let  him  prevent  the  tyrant  Casfar's  reign. 

"  From  each  free  city  round,  from  every  land,     155 

•'  Their  warlike  aid  in  Pompey 's  name  demand. 

*'  Thefe  are  the  parties,  thefe  the  friends  he  leaves, 

"  This  legacy  your  dying  father  gives. 

**  If  for  the  fea's  wide  rule  your  arms  you  bear, 

"  A  Pompey  ne*er  can  want  a  navy  there, 

**  Heirs  of  my  fame,  my  fons,  ftiall  wage  my  war. 

*'  Only  be  bold,  unconquer'd  in  the  fight,  162 

"  And,  like  your  father,  ftill  defend  the  right. 

"  To  Cato,  if  for  liberty  he  ftand, 

"  Submit,  and  yield  you  to  his  ruling  hand, 

**  Brave,  juft,  and  only  worthy  to  command." 

At  length  to  thee,  my  Pompey,  I  am  juft, 

I  have  furviv'd,  and  well  difcharg'd  my  truft ; 

Through  chaos  now,  and  the  dark  realms  below. 

To  follow  thee,  a  willing  ftiade  I  go  :  170 
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If  longer  with  a  lingering  fate  I  ftrive, 
'T  is  but  to  prove  the  pain  of  being  alive, 
'T  is  to  be  curs'd  for  daring  to  furvive. 
She,  who  could  bear  to  fee  thy  wounds,  and  live. 
New  proofs  of  love,  and  fatal  grief,  Ihall  give.    175 
Nor  need  fhe  fly  for  fuccour  to  the  fword. 
The  fteepy  precipice,  and  deadly  cord; 
She  from  herfelf  ihall  find  her  own  relief. 
And  fcorn  to  die  of  any  death  but  grief. 

So  faid  the  matron  ;  and  about  her  head  1 80 

Her  veil  ihe  draws,  her  mournful  eyes  to  fhade. 
Refolv'd  to  fhroud  in  thickeft  ihades  her  woe. 
She  feeks  the  fhip*s  deep  darkfome  hold  below  : 
There  lonely  left,  at  leifure  to  complain. 
She  hugs  her  forrows,  and  enjoys  her  pain  :  1 85 

Still  with  frelh  tears  the  living  grief  would  feed. 
And  fondly  loves  it,  in  her  hufband's  ftead. 
In  vain  the  beating  furges  rage  aloud. 
And  fwelling  Eurus  grumbles  in  the  fhroud ; 
Her,  nor  the  waves  beneath,  nor  winds  above,     190 
Nor  all  the  noify  cries  of  fear  can  move ; 
In  fullen  peace  compos 'd  for  death  fhe  lies. 
And,  waiting,  longs  to  hear  the  tempefl  rife ; 
Then  hopes  the  feamen's  vows  fhall  all  be  croft. 
Prays  for  the  ftorm,  and  wifhes  to  be  loft.  195 

Soon  from  the  Pharian  coaft  the  navy  bore. 
And  fought  through  foamy  feas  the  Cyprian  fhore; 
Soft  eaftern  gales  prevailing  thence  alone. 
To  Cato's  camp  and  Libya  waft  them  on. 
With  mournful  looks  from  land  (as  oft,  we  know, 
A  fad  prophetic  fpirit  waits  on  woe),  201 
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Pompey  his  brother  and  the  fleet  beheld. 

Now  near  advancing  o'er  the  watery  field : 

Straight  to  the  beach  with  headlong  hafte  he  flies : 

Where  is  our  father,  Sextus,  where?  he  cries  :    205 

Do  we  yet  live  ?  Stands  yet  the  fovereign  fl:ate  ? 

Or  does  the  world,  with  Pompey,  yield  to  fate  ? 

Sink  we  at  length  before  the  conquering  foe  ? 

And  is  the  mighty  head  of  Rome  laid  low  ?  209 

He  faid;  the  mournful  brother  thus  reply'd; 

O  happy  thou  1  whom  lands  and  feas  divide 

From  woes,  which  did  to  thefe  fad  eyes  betide : 

Thefe  eyes  !  which  of  their  horror  ftill  complain. 

Since  they  beheld  our  godlike  father  flain. 

Nor  did  his  fate  an  equal  death  afi:brd,  215 

Nor  fufFer'd  him  to  fall  by  Ca^far's  fword. 

Trufling  in  vain  to  hofpitable  gods. 

He  dy'd,  opprefs'd  by  vile  ^Egyptian  odds  : 

By  the  curs'd  monarch  of  Nile's  flimy  wave 

He  fell,  a  vidlim  to  the  crown  he  gave.  220 

Yes,  I  beheld  the  dire,  the  bloody  deed; 

Thefe  eyes  beheld  our  valiant  father  bleed : 

Amaz'd  I  look'd,  and  fcarce  believ'd  my  fear. 

Nor  thought  th'  Egyptian  could  fo  greatly  dare 

But  ftill  I  look'd,  and  fancy'd  Csfar  there. 

But,  oh  !  not  all  his  wounds  fo  much  did  move, 

Pierc'd  my  fad  foul,  and  ftruck  my  filial  love. 

As  that  his  venerable  head  they  bear. 

Their  wanton  trophy,  fix'd  upon  a  fpear; 

Through  every  town  'tis  fliown  the  vulgar's  fport,  230 

And  the  !!ewd  laughter  of  the  tyrant's  court. 
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'T  is  faid  that  Ptolemy  preferves  this  prize. 
Proof  of  the  deed,  to  glut  the  vidor's  eyes. 
The  body,  whether  rent,  or  borne  away. 
By  foul  -Egyptian  dogs,  and  birds  of  prey  :         23  c 
Whether  within  their  greedy  maws  entomb 'd. 
Or  by  thofe  wretched  flames,  we  faw,  confum'd  ; 
Its  fate  as  yet  we  know  not,  but  forgive : 
That  crime  unpunifli'd,  to  the  gods  we  leave, 
'T  is  for  the  part  preferv'd  alone  we  grieve. 

Scarce  had  he  ended  thus,  when  Pompey,  warm 
With  noble  fury,  calls  aloud  to  arm  ; 
Nor  feeks  in  fighs  and  helplefs  tears  relief. 
But  thus  in  pious  rage  exprefs'd  his  grief: 

Hence  all  aboard,  and  hafte  to  put  to  fea,         245 
Urge  on  againft  the  winds  our  adverfe  way ; 
With  me  let  every  Roman  leader  go. 
Since  Civil  Wars  were  ne'er  fo  juft  as  now. 
Pompey's  unbury'd  relics  alk  your  aid. 
Call  for  due  rites  and  honours  to  be  paid.  250 

Let  Egypt's  tyrant  pour  a  purple  flood. 
And  footh  the  ghofl:  with  his  inglorious  blood. 
Not  Alexander  fliall  his  priefts  defend, 
Forc'd  from  his  golden  ftirine  he  fliall  defcend : 
In  Mareotis  deep  I  '11  plunge  him  down,  255 

Deep  in  the  fluggifli  waves  the  royal  carcafe  drown. 
From  his  proud  pyramid  Amafis  torn,  "^ 

With  his  long  dynafties  my  rage  fliall  mourn,  > 

And  floating  down  their  muddy  Nile  be  borne.        j 
Each  ftately  tomb  and  monumental  ftone,  260 

For  thee,  unburied  Pompey,  fliall  atone. 
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Ifis  no  more  ftiall  draw  the  cheated  crowd. 
Nor  God  Ofiris  in  his  linen  fhroud; 
Stript  of  their  fhrines,  with  fcorn  they  Ihall  be  caft. 
To  be  by  ignominious  hands  defac'd ;  265 

Their  holy  Apis,  of  diviner  breed,  -j 

To  Pompey's  dull  a  facrifice  fhall  bleed,  C 

While  burning  deities  the  flame  fhall  feed.  J 

Wafte  Ihall  the  land  be  laid,  and  never  know  "J 

The  tiller's  care,  not  feel  the  crooked  plow:  > 

None  fhall  be  left  for  whom  the  Nile  may  flow  :  J 
Till,  the  gods  banilh'd,  and  the  people  gone,  27^ 
^gypt  to  Pompey  Ihall  be  left  alone. 

He  faid ;  then  hafty  to  revenge  he  flewy 
And  feaward  out  the  ready  navy  drew;  275 

But  cooler  Cato  did  the  youth  aflwage. 
And  praiflng  much,  compreft  his  filial  rage. 

Meantime  the  Ihores,  the  feas,  and  fkies  around. 
With  mournful  cries  for  Pompey's  death  refound. 
A  rare  example  have  their  forrows  fhown,  280 

Yet  in  no  age  beflde,  nor  people  known. 
How  falling  power  did  with  compaflion  meet. 
And  crouds  deplor'd  the  ruins  of  the  great. 
But  when  the  fad  Cornelia  firft  appear'd. 
When  on  the  deck  her  mournful  head  fhe  rear'd,  285 
Her  locks  hang  rudely  o'er  the  matron's  face. 
With  all  the  pomp  of  grief's  diforder'd  grace ; 
When  they  beheld  her,  wafted  quite  with  woe. 
And  fpcnt  with  tears  that  never  ceas'd  to  flow. 
Again  they  feel  their  lofs,  again  complain,  290 

And  heaven  and  earth  ring  with  their  cries  again. 
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Soon  as  llie  landed  on  the  friendly  ftrand. 

Her  lord's  laft  rites  employ  her  pious  hand  ; 

To  his  dear  fhade  ihe  builds  a  funeral  pile. 

And  decks  it  proud  with  many  a  noble  fpoil.        29c 

There  fhone  his  arms  with  antic  gold  inlaid. 

There  the  rich  robes  which  fhe  herfelf  had  made. 

Robes  to  imperial  Jove  in  triumph  erft  difplay'd : 

The  relics  of  his  paft  viftorious  days. 

Now  this  his  late  ft  trophy  ferve  to  raife. 

And  in  one  common  flame  together  blaze. 

Such  was  the  weeping  matron's  pious  care  t  • 

The  foldiers,  taught  by  her,  their  fires  prepare ; 

To  every  valiant  friend  a  pile  they  build. 

That  fell  for  Rome  in  curs'd  Pharfalia's  field :      305 

Stretch'd  v/ide  along  the  fhores,  the  flames  extend. 

And,  grateful  tathe  wandering  fliades,  afcend. 

So  when  Apulian  hinds,  with  art,  renew 

The  wintery  paftures  to  their  verdant  hue. 

That  flowers  may  rife,  and  fpringing  grafs  return,  310 

With  fpreading  flames  the  wither'd  fields  they  burn, 

Garganus  then  and  lofty  Vultur  blaze. 

And  draw  the  diftant  wandering  fwains  to  gaze ; 

Far  are  the  glittering  fires  defcry'd  by  night. 

And  gild  the  dufky  flcies  around  with  light.  3 1 5 

But,  oh  !  not  all  the  forrows  of  the  croud 
That  fpoke  their  free  impatient  thoughts  aloud. 
That  tax'd  the  gods,  as  authors  of  their  woe. 
And  charg'd  them  with  negledt  of  things  below ; 
Not  all  the  marks  of  the  wild  people's  love,  320 

The  hero's  foul,  like  Cato's  praife,  could  move ; 
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Few  were  his  words,  but  from  an  honeft  heart. 
Where  faftion  and  where  favour  had  no  part. 
But  truth  made  up  for  pafTion  and  for  art. 

We  've  loll:  a  Roman  citizen  (he  faid)  :  325 

One  of  the  noble  ft  of  that  name  is  dead; 
Who,  though  not  equal  to  our  fathers  found. 
Nor  by  their  ftriitell:  rules  of  juftice  bound. 
Yet  from  his  faults  this  benefit  we  draw, 
He,  for  his  country's  good,  tranfgrefs*dher  law. 
To  keep  a  bold  licentious  age  in  awe. 
Rome  held  her  freedom  Hill,  though  he  was  great ; 
He  fway'd  the  fenate,  but  they  rul'd  the  Hate.     333 
When  crouds  were  willing  to  have  worn  his  chain 
He  chofe  his  private  ftation  to  retain. 
That  all  might  free,  and  equal  all  remain. 
War's  boundlefs  power  he  never  fought  to  ufe. 
Nor  aik'd,  but  what  the  people  might  refufe  :      33S 
Much  he  poffefs'd,  and  wealthy  was  his  ftore. 
Yet  ftill  he  gather 'd  but  to  give  the  more. 
And  Rome,  while  he  was  rich,  could  ne'er  be  poor 
He  drew  the  fword,  but  knew  its  rage  to  charm. 
And  lov'd  peace  beft,  when  he  was  forc'd  to  arm  ; 
Unmov'd  with  all  the  glittering  pomp  of  power. 
He  took  with  joy,  but  laid  it  down  with  more  :    345 
His  charter  houftiold  and  his  frugal  board, 
Nor  lewdnefs  did,  nor  luxury  aftbrd, 
Ev*n  in  the  hlgheft  fortunes  of  their  lord. 
His  noble  name,  his  country's  honour  grown, 
"Wns  venerably  round  the  nations  known. 
And  as  Rome's  falre.ft  light  and  brighteft  glory  (hone 


33 

} 


1 


^5 

} 
1 


\ 


LUCAN's    PHARSALIA,   Book  IX.  307 

When  betwixt  Marlus  and  fierce  Sylla  toft. 

The  commonwealth  her  ancient  freedom  loft. 

Some  ftiadow  yet  was  left,  fome  ihew  of  power ; 

Now  ev'n  the  name  with  Pompey  is  no  more  :      355 

Senate  and  people  all  at  once  are  gone. 

Nor  need  the  tyrant  blufh  to  mount  the  throne. 

Oh,  happy  Pompey  !  happy  in  thy  fate, 

Happy  by  falling  with  the  falling  ftate. 

Thy  death  a  benefit  the  gods  did  grant,  560 

Thou  might'ft  have  liv'd  thofe  Pharian  fwords  to  want. 

Freedom,  at  leaft,  thou  doft  by  dying  gain. 

Nor  liv'ft  to  fee  thy  Julia's  father  reign  ; 

Free  death  is  man's  firft  blifs,  the  next  is  to  be  flain. 

Such  mercy  only  I  from  Juba  crave,  365 

(If  Fortune  ftiould  ordain  me  Juba's  flave) 

To  Caefar  let  him  fhew,  but  fncw  me  dead. 

And  keep  my  carcafe,  fo  he  takes  my  head. 

He  faid,  and  pleas 'd  the  noble  fhade  below. 
More  than  a  thoufand  orators  could  do  ;  370 

Though  Tully  too  had  lent  his  charming  tongue. 
And  Rome's  full  Forum  with  his  praife  had  rung. 

But  difcord  now  infefts  the  fullen  croud. 
And  now  they  tell  their  difcontents  aloud : 
When  Tarchon  firft  his  flying  enfigns  bore,  375 

Call'd  out  to  march,  and  haften'd  to  the  ftiore ; 
Him  Cato  thus,  purfuing  as  he  mov'd. 
Sternly  befpoke,  and  juftly  thus  reprov'd  : 

Oh,  reftlefs  author  of  the  roving  war, 
Doft  thou  again  piratic  arms  prepare  ?  380 

Pompey,  thy  terror  and  thy  fcourge  is  gone. 
And  now  thou  hop'ft  to  rule  the  feas  alone. 
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He  faid,  and  bent  his  frown  upon  the  reft. 
Of  whom  one  bolder  thus  the  chief  addrefs'd. 
And  thus  their  wearinefs.  of  war  confefs'd  : 

For  Pompey's  fake  (nor  thou  difdain  to  hear) 
The  Civil  War  we  wage,  thefe  arms  we  bear ; 
Him  we  preferr'd  to  peace :  but,  Cato,  now. 
That  caufe,  that  mailer  of  our  arms  lies  low. 
Let  us  no  more  our  abfent  country  mourn,  390 

But  to  our  homes  and  houlhold  gods  return  ; 
To  the  chaite  arms  from  whofe  embrace  we  fled. 
And  the  dear  pledges  of  the  nuptial  bed. 
For,  oh  !   what  period  can  the  war  attend. 
Which  nor  Pharfalia's  field  nor  Pompey 's  death  can  end  -^ 
The  better  times  of  flying  life  are  paft,  396 

Let  death  come  gently  on  in  peace  at  laft. 
Let  age  at.  length  with  providential  care 
The  neceflfary  pile  and  urn  prepare. 
All  rites  the  cruel  Civil  War  denies,  400 

Part  ev'n  of  Pompey  yet  unbury'd  lies. 
Though  vanquifli'd,  yet  by  no  barbarian  hand. 
We  fear  not  exile  in  a  foreign  land. 
Nor  are  our  necks  by  fortune  now  befpoke. 
To  bear  the  Scythian  or  Armenian  yoke  ;  405 

The  vidlor  ftill  a  citizen  we  own. 
And  yield  obedience  to  the  Roman  gown. 
While  Pompey  liv'd,  he  bore  the  fovereign  fway  ; 
Casfar  was  next,,  and  him  we  now  obey  ; 
With  reverence  be  the  facred  fliade  ador'd,  410 

But  war  has  given  us  now  another  lord  : 
To  Csefar  and  fuperior  chance  we  yield : 
All  was  determined  In  Ematlna*s  field. 


I 


LUCAN's    PHARSALIA,    Book  IX.  30^ 

Nor  fhall  our  arms  on  other  leaders  wait. 

Nor  for  uncertain  hopes  moleft  the  ftate. 

We  follow'd  Pompey  once,  but  now  we  follow  Fate. 

What  terms,  what  fafety,  can  we  hope  for  now. 

But  what  the  vigor's  mercy  fhall  allow  ? 

Once  Pompey 's  prefence  juftify'd  the  caufe. 

Then  fought  we  for  our  liberties  and  laws ;  420 

With  him  the  honours  of  that  caufe  lie  dead. 

And  all  the  fanflity  of  war  is  fled. 

If,  Cato,  thou  for  Rome  thefe  arms  dofl  bear, 

]f  iHll  thy  country  only  be  thy  care. 

Seek  we  the  legions  where  Rome's  enfigns  fly,     425 

Where  her  proud  eagles  wave  their  wings  on  high  : 

No  matter  who  to  Pompey's  power  fucceeds. 

We  follow  where  a  Roman  conful  leads. 

This  faid,  he  leap'd  aboard  ;  the  youthful  fort 
Join  in  his  flight,  and  hafte  to  leave  the  port ;      430 
The  fenfelefs  croud  their  liberty  difdain. 
And  long  to  wear  vi6lorious  Csfar's  chain. 
Tyrannic  power  now  fudden  feem'd  to  threat 
The  ancient  glories  of  Rome's  free-born  ftate, 
Till  Cato  fpoke,  and  thus  deferr'd  her  fate  : 

Did  then  your  vows  and  fervile  prayers  confpire 
Nought  but  a  haughty  mafter  to  defire  ? 
Did  you,  when  eager  for  the  battle,  come 
The  flaves  of  Pompey,  not  the  friends  of  Rome  .'' 
Now,  weary  of  the  toil,  from  war  you  fly,  44^^ 

And  idly  lay  your  ufelefs  armour  by ; 
Your  hands  negled  to  wield  the  fliining  fword. 
Nor  can  you  fight  but  for  a  king  and  lord. 
^  3 
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Some  mighty  chief  you  want,  for  whom  to  fweat; 

Yourfelves  you  know  not,  or  at  lead  forget. 

And  fondly  bleed,  that  others  may  be  great 

Meanly  you  toil,  to  give  yourfelves  away; 

And  die,  to  leave  the  world  a  tyrant's  prey. 

The  gods  and  fortune  do  at  length  afford 

A  caufe  moft  worthy  of  a  Roman  fword^  450 

At  length  't  is  fafe  to  conquer.    Pompey  now 

Cannot,  by  your  fuccefs,  too  potent  grow  ; 

Yet  now,  ignobly,  you  withhold  your  hands. 

When  nearer  liberty  your  aid  demands. 

Of  three  who  durft  the  fovereign  power  invade,   455 

Two  by  your  fortune's  kinder  doom  lie  dead ; 

And  Ihall  the  Pharian  fword  and  Parthian  bow 

Do  more  for  liberty  and  Rome,  than  you  ? 

Bafe  as  you  are,  in  vile  fubjeftion  go. 

And  fcorn  what  Ptolemy  did  ill  bellow,  460 

Ignobly  innocent,  and  meanly  good. 

You  durft  not  llain  your  hardy  hands  in  blood ; 

Feebly  awhile  you  fought,  but  foon  did  yield. 

And  fled  the  firft  from  dire  Pharfalia's  field ; 

Go  then  fecure,  for  Caifar  will  be  good,  465 

Will  pardon  thofe  who  are  with  eafe  fubdu'd  ; 

The  pitying  viftor  will  in  mercy  fpare 

The  wretch,  who  never  durft  provoke  his  war. 

Go,  fordid  flaves  !  one  lordly  mafter  gone. 

Like  heirlooms  go  from  father  to  the  fon.  470 

Still  to  enhance  your  fervile  merit  more. 

Bear  fad  Cornelia  weeping  from  the  fl^ore ; 

Meanly  for  hire  expofe  the  matron's  life, 

MctcUus'  daughter  fell,  and  f  ompey's  wife  ; 
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Take  too  his  fons  :  let  Casfar  find  in  you  47^ 

Wretches  that  may  ev'n  Ptolemy  out-do. 

Bat  let  not  my  devoted  life  be  fparM, 

The  tyrant  greatly  jihall  that  deed  reward ; 

Such  is  the  price  of  Cato's  hated  head. 

That  all  your  former  wars  ihall  vyell  be  paid  5       480 

Kill  me,  and  in  my  blood  do  Caefar  right, 

'Tis  mean  to  have  no  other  guilt  but  flight. 

He  faid,  and  ilopp'd  the  flying  naval  power  ; 
Back  they  return'd,  repenting,  to  the  fliore. 
As  when  the  bees  their  waxen  town  forfake,         485 
Carelefs  in  air  their  wandering  way  they  take  ; 
No  more  in  clufliering  fwarms  condens'd  they  fly. 
But  fleet  uncertain  through  the  various  fky ; 
No  more  from  flowers  they  fuck  the  liquid  fweet. 
But  all  their  care  and  induflry  forget :  490 

Then  if  at  length  the  tinkling  brafs  they  hear. 
With  fwift  amaze  their  flight  they  foon  forbear  ; 
Sudden  their  flowery  labours  they  renew. 
Hang  on  the  thyme,  and  fip  the  balmy  dew. 
Meantime,  fecure  on  Hybla's  fragrant  plain,        495 
With  joy  exults  the  happy  ihepherd  fwain  ; 
Proud  that  his  art  had  thus  preferv'd  his  ftore. 
He  fcorns  to  think  his  homely  cottage  poor. 
With  fuch  prevailing  force  did  Cato^s  care 
The  fierce  impatient  foldiers  minds  prepare. 
To  learn  obedience,  and  endure  the  war. 

And  nov/  their  minds,  unknowing  of  repofe. 
With  bufy  toil  to  exercife  he  chofe  ; 
Still  with  fucceflive  labours  are  they  ply'd. 
And  oft  in  long  and  weary  marches  try'd.  505 
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Before  Cyrene's  walls  they  now  fit  down ; 

And  here  the  vidor's  mercy  well  was  fhown. 

He  takes  no  vengeance  of  the  captive  town; 

Patient  he  fpares,  and  bids  the  vanquilhM  live. 

Since  Cato,  who  could  conquer,  could  forgive.    510 

Hence,  Libyan  Juba's  realms  they  mean  t*  explore, 

Juba,  who  borders  on  the  fvvarthy  Moor ; 

But  Nature's  boundaries  the  journey  ftay. 

The  Syrts  are  fix'd  athwart  the  middle  way ; 

Yet  led  by  daring  Virtue  on  they  prefs,  .515 

Scorn  oppofition,  and  ftill  hope  fuccefs. 

When  nature's  hand  the  firfl  formation  try'd. 
When  feas  from  lands  fhe  did  at  firft  divide. 
The  Syrts,  not  quite  of  fea  nor  land  bereft, 
A  mingled  mafs  uncertain  ftill  fhe  left ;  520 

For  nor  the  land  with  feas  is  quite  o*er-fpread. 
Nor  fmk  the  waters  deep  their  oozy  bed. 
Nor  earth  defends  its  Ihore,  nor  lifts  aloft  its  head. 
The  fite  with  neither,  and  with  each  complies. 
Doubtful  and  inaccelTihle  it  lies;  525 

Or  't  is  a  fea  with  ihallows  bank'd  around. 
Or  't  is  a  broken  land  with  waters  drown'd  ; 
Here  fhores  advanc'd  o'er  Neptune's  rule  we  find. 
And  there  an  inland  ocean  lags  behind.  529 

Thus  nature's  purpofe  by  herfelf  deftroy'd,  ^ 

Is  ufelefs  to  herfelf  and  unemploy'd,  > 

And  part  of  her  creation  ftill  is  void.  J 

Perhaps,  when  firft  the  world  and  time  began. 
Her  fwelling  tides  and  plenteous  waters  ran ; 
But  long  confining  on  the  burning  zone,  535 

The  fmking  feas  have  felt  the  neighbouring  fun  : 
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StiJI  by  degrees  we  fee  how  they  decay. 
And  fcarce  refill  the  thirfty  God  of  Day. 
Perhaps,  in  diftant  ages,  'twill  be  found. 
When  future  funs  have  run  the  burning  round, 
Thefe  Syrts  fhall  all  be  dry  and  folid  ground  ; 
Small  are  the  depths  their  fcanty  waves  retain. 
And  earth  grows  daily  on  the  yielding  main. 
And  now  the  loaden  fleet  with  aftive  oars 
Divide  the  liquid  plain,  and  leave  the  fhores,       545 
When  cloudy  ikies  a  gathering  ftorm  prefage. 
And  Aufter  from  the  South  began  to  rage. 
Full  from  the  land  the  founding  tempeil  roars. 
Repels  the  fwelling  furge,  and  fweeps  the  fhores ; 
The  wind  purfues,  drives  on  the  rolling  fand,       550 
And  gives  new  limits  to  the  growing  land. 
'Spite  of  the  feaman's  toil,  the  ftorm  prevails; 
In  vain  with  Ikilful  flrength  he  hands  the  fails. 
In  vain  the  cordy  cables  bind  them  faft. 
At  once  it  rips  and  rends  them  from  the  maft  ;     555. 
At  once  the  winds  the  fluttering  canvas  tear. 
Then  whirl  and  whifk  it  through  the  fportive  air. 
Some,  timely  for  the  riflng  rage  prepar'd. 
Furl  the  loofe  fheet,  and  lalh  it  to  the  yard  : 
In  vain  their  care  ;  fudden  the  furious  blaft  5^ 

Snaps  by  the  board,  and  bears  away  the  mail ; 
Of  tackling,  fails,  and  mails,  at  once  bereft. 
The  ihip  a  naked  helplefs  hull  is  left. 
Forc'd  round  and  round,  ihe  quits  her  purpos'd  way. 
And  bounds  uncertain  o'er  the  fwelling  fea.  565 

But  happier  fome  a  ileady  courfe  maintain. 
Who  (land  far  out,  and  keep  the  deeper  main. 
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Their  marts  they  cut,  and  driving  with  the  tide. 

Safe  o'er  the  furge  beneath  the  tempeft  ride  : 

In  vain  did,  from  the  fouthern  coaft,  their  foe,    570 

All  black  with  clouds,  old  ftormy  Aufter  blow; 

Lowly  fecure  amidfl  the  waves  they  lay. 

Old  ocean  heav'd  his  back,  and  roll'd  them  on  their 

way. 
Some  on  the  fhallows  flrike,  and  doubtful  ftand. 
Part  beat  by  waves,  part  iix'd  upon  the  fand.       575 
Now  pent  amidfl:  the  fhoals  the  billows  roar, 
Dafh  on  the  banks,  and  fcorn  the  new-made  fhore  : 
Now  by  the  wind  driven  on  in  heaps  they  fwell. 
The  ftedfaft  banks  both  winds  and  waves  repel : 
Still  with  united  force  they  rage  in  vain. 
The  fandy  piles  their  ftation  fix'd  maintain, 
And  lift  their  heads  fecure  amidfl:  the  watery  plain. 
There  'fcap'd  from  feas,  upon  the  faithlefs  fl:randj 
With  weeping  eyes  the  fliipvvreck*d  feamen  ftandj 
And,  call  alhore,  look  vainly  out  for  land. 
Thus  fome  were  loft;  but  far  the  greater  part, 
Preferv'd  from  danger  by  the  pilot's  art, 
Ke^p  on  their  courfe,  a  happier  fate  partake. 
And  reach  in  fafety  ths  Tritonian  lake. 
Thefe  waters  to  the  tuneful  god  are  dear,  590 

Whofe  vocal  (hell  the  fea-green  Nereids  hear ; 
'Thefe  Pallas  love?,  fo  tells  reporting  fame. 
Here  firfl  from  heaven  to  earth  the  goddefs  came, 
(Heaven's  neighbourhood  the  warmer  clime  betrays, 
And  fpeaks  the  nearer  Sun's  immediate  rays)       595 
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Here  her  firll  footfteps  on  the  brink  (he  flaid, 

Here  in  the  watery  glafs  her  form  furvey'd. 

And  call'd  herfelf  from  hence  the  chafte  Tritonian 

maid. 
Here  Lethe's  flreams,  from  fecret  fprings  below. 
Rife  to  the  light;  here  heavily,  and  flow. 
The  filent  dull  forgetful  waters  flow. 
Here  by  the  wakeful  dragon  kept  of  old, 
Hefperian  plants  grew  rich  with  living  gold ; 
Long  fmce,  the  fruit  was  from  the  branches  torn. 
And  now  the  gardens  their  lofl:  honours  mourn.  605 
Such  was  in  ancient  times  the  tale  receiv'd. 
Such  by  our  good  forefathers  was  believ'd; 
Nor  let  enquirers  the  tradition  wrong. 
Or  dare  to  quelHon,  now,  the  poet's  facred  fong. 
Then  take  it  for  a  truth,  the  wealthy  wood  610 

Here  under  golden  boughs  low  bending  flood ; 
On  fome  large  tree  his  folds  the  ferpent  wound. 
The  fair  Hefperian  virgins  watch 'd  around. 
And  join'd  to  guard  the  rich  forbidden  ground. 
But  great  Alcides  came  to  end  their  care,  615 

Stript  the  gay  grove,  and  left  the  branches  bare  ; 
Then  back  returning  fought  the  Argive  fliore. 
And  the  bright  fpoil  to  proud  Euryftheus  bore. 

Thefe  famous  regions  and  the  Syrts  o'erpafl. 
They  reach'd  the  Garamantian  coafl:  at  laft;         620 
Here,  under  Pompey's  care  the  navy  lies. 
Beneath  the  gentlelt  clime  of  Libya's  fkies. 

But  Cato's  foul,  by  dangers  unreflrain'd, 
Eafe  and  a  dull  unadive  life  difdain'd. 
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His  daring  virtue  urges  to  go  on,  625 

Through  defert  lands,  and  nations  yet  unknown ; 

To  march,  and  prove  th'  inhofpitable  ground. 

To  fhun  the  Syrts,  and  lead  the  foldier  round. 

Since  now  tempeftuous  feafons  vex  the  Tea, 

And  the  declining  year  forbids  the  watery  way;  630 

He  fees  the  cloudy  drizzling  winter  near. 

And  hopes  kind  rains  may  cool  the  fultry  air  : 

So  haply  may  they  journey  on  fecure. 

Nor  burning  heats,  nor  killing  frofts  endure  ;       634 

But  while  cool  winds  the  winter's  breath  fupplies. 

With  gentle  warmth  the  Libyan  fun  may  rife. 

And  both  may  join  and  temper  well  the  fkies. 

But  ere  the  toilfome  march  he  undertook. 
The  hero  thus  the  liftning  hoft  befpoke :  639 

Fellows  in  arms !  whofe  blifs,  whofe  chiefeft  good. 
Is  Rome's  defence,  and  freedom  bought  with  blood ; 
You,  who,  to  die  with  liberty,  from  far 
Have  follow'd  Cato  in  this  fatal  war. 
Be  now  for  virtue's  nobleft  tafk  prepar'd. 
For  labours  many,  perilous,  and  hard.  645 

Think  through  what  burning  climes,  what  wilds 

we  go: 
No  leafy  Ihades  the  naked  deferts  know. 
Nor  filver  ftreams  through  flowery  meadows  flow. 
^Ht  horrors  there,  and  various  deaths  abound. 
And  ferpents  guard  th'  unhofpitable  ground.         650 
Hard  is  the  way  ;  but  thus  our  fate  demands ; 
Rome  and  her  laws  we  feek  amidll  thefe  fands. 
Let  thofe  who,  glowing  with  their  country's  love, 
Rcfolve  with  me  thefe  dreadful  plains  to  prove, 
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Nor  of  return  nor  fafety  once  debate,  655 

But  only  dare  to  go,  and  leave  the  reft  to  fate. 

Think  not  I  mean  the  dangers  to  difguife. 

Or  hide  them  from  the  cheated  vulgar's  eyes. 

Thofe,  only  thofe,  Ihall  in  my  fate  partake. 

Who  love  the  daring  for  the  danger's  fake  ;         660 

Thofe  who  can  fufFer  all  the  worft  can  come. 

And  think  it  what  they  owe  themfelves  and  Rome. 

If  any  yet  fhall  doubt,  or  yet  fhall  fear ; 

If  life  be,  more  than  liberty,  his  care  ; 

Here,  ere  we  journey  farther,  let  him  ftay. 

Inglorious  let  him,  like  a  flave,  obey. 

And  feek  a  mafter  in  fome  fafer  way, 

Foremoft,  behold,  I  lead  you  to  the  toil. 

My  feet  fhall  foremoft  print  the  dufty  foil : 

Strike  me  the  firft,  thou  flaming  God  of  Day,     670 

Firft  let  me  feel  thy  fierce,  thy  fcorching  ray ; 

Ye  living  poifons  all,,  ye  fnaky  train. 

Meet  me  the  firft  upon  the  fatal  plain. 

In  every  pain,-  v/hich  you  my  warriors  fear. 

Let.  m.e  be  firft,  and  teach  you  how  to  bear.  6-j^ 

Who  fees  me  pant  for  drought,  or  fainting  firft. 

Let  him  upbraid  me,  and  complain  of  thirft. 

If  e'er  for  Ihelter  to  the  fhades  I  fly. 

Me  let  him  curfe,  me,  for  the  fultry  fky. 

If  while  the  weary  foldier  marches  on. 

Your  leader  by  diftinguifti'd  eafe  be  known, 

Forfake  my  caufe,  and  leave  me  there  alone. 

TShe  fands,  the  ferpents,  thirft,  and  burning  heat. 

Are  dear  to  patience,  and  to  virtue  fweet ; 
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Virtue,  that  fcorns  on  cowards  terms  to  pleafe,    68^ 

Or  cheaply  to  be  bought,  or  won  with  eafe  ; 

But  then  ihe  joys,  then  fmiles  upon  her  ftate. 

Then  faireft  to  herfelf,  then  moft  complete. 

When  glorious  danger  makes  her  truly  great. 

So  Libya's  plains  alone  fhall  wipe  away  690 

The  foul  diihonours  of  Pharfalia's  day  ; 

So  fhall  your  courage  now  tranfcend  that  fear  : 

You  fled  with  glory  there,  to  conquer  here* 

He  faid ;  and  hardy  love  of  toil  infpir'd ; 
And  every  breaft  with  godlike  ardour  fir'd.  6g^ 

Straight,  carelefs  of  return,  without  delay 
Through  the  wide  wade  he  took  his  pathlefs  way. 
Libya,  ordain'd  to  be  his  lafl:  retreat. 
Receives  the  hero,  fearlefs  of  his  fate  ;  699 

Here  the  good  gods  his  lafl  of  labours  doom. 
Here  fhall  his  bones  and  facred  dull:  find  room 
And  his  great  head  be  hid,  within  an  humble  tomb 

If  this  large  globe  be  portion'd  right  by  fame. 
Then  one  third  part  fhall  fandy  Libya  claim  : 
But  if  we  count,  as  funs  defcend  and  rife,  705 

If  we  divide  by  eafl  and  weft  the  fkies. 
Then,  with  fair  Europe,  Libya  fhall  combine. 
And  both  to  make  the  weftern  half  fhall  join. 
Whilft  wide-extended  Afia  fills  the  reft. 
Of  all  from  Tanais  to  Nile  poffeft. 
And  reigns  fole  emprefs  of  the  dawning  eaft. 
Of  all  the  Libyan  foil,  the  kindlieft  found 
Far  to  the  weftern  feas  extends  its  bound  ;  ^ 

Where  cooling  gales,  where  gentle  zephyrs  fly. 
And  fetting  funs  adorn  the  gaudy  fky  :  7 1 J 
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And  yet  ev'n  here  no  liquid  fountain's  vein 

Wells  through  the  foil,  and  gurgles  o'er  the  plain  ; 

But  from  our  northern  clime,  our  gentler  heaven, 

Refrefhing  dews  and  fruitful  rains  are  driven  ; 

All  bleak,  the  god,  cold  Boreas,  fpreads  his  wing,  720 

And  with  our  winter  gives  the  Libyan  fpring. 

No  wicked  wealth  infefts  the  fimple  foil. 

Nor  golden  ores  difclofe  their  fhining  fpoil  : 

Pure  is  the  glebe,  'tis  earth,  and  earth  alone. 

To  guilty  pride  and  avarice  unknown  :  725 

There  citron  groves,  the  native  riches,  grow. 

There  cool  retreats  and  fragrant  Ihades  bellow 

And  hofpitably  fcreen  their  guells  below. 

Safe  by  their  leafy  office,  long  they  flood 

A  facred,  old,  unviolated  wood,  730 

Till  Roman  luxury  to  Afric  pall. 

And  foreign  axes  laid  their  honours  walle. 

Thus  utmoil  lands  are  ranfack'd,  to  afford 

The  far -fetch 'd  dainties,  and  the  coflly  board,     j^^ 

But  rude  and  wafteful  all  thofe  regions  lie  "^ 

That  border  on  the  Syrts,  and  feel  too  nigh  > 

Their  fultry  fummer  fun,  and  parching  fky.  J 

No  harvefl,  there,  the  fcatter'd  grain  repays. 

But  withering  dies,  and  ere  it  fhoots  decays  : 

There  never  loves  to  fpring  the  mantling  vine,     740 

Nor  wanton  ringlets  round  her  elm  to  twine  : 

The  thirfly  dull  prevents  the  fvvclling  fruit. 

Drinks  up  the  generous  juice,  and  kills  the  root; 

Through  fecret  veins  no  tempering  moi (lures  pafs. 

To  bind  with  vifcous  force  the  mouldering  mafs ;  745 
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But  genial  Jove,  averfe,  difdains  to  fmlle. 

Forgets,  and  curfes  the  negleded  foil. 

Thence  lazy  Nature  droops  her  idle  head. 

As  every  vegetable  fenfe  were  dead ;  749 

Thence  the  wide  dreary  plains  one  vifage  wear, 

AHke  in  fummer,  winter,  fpring  appear. 

Nor  feel  the  turns  of  the  revolving  year. 

Thin  herbage  here  (for  feme  ev'n  here  is  found) 

The  Nafamonian  hinds  colled  around ; 

A  naked  race,  and  barbarous  of  mind,  755 

That  live  upon  the  lofTes  of  mankind  : 

The  Syrts  fupply  their  wants  and  barren  foil. 

And  llrow  th'  unhofpitable  fliores  with  fpoil 

Trade  they  have  none,  but  ready  ftill  they  ftand 

Rapacious,  to  invade  the  wealthy  ftrand. 

And  hold  a  commerce,  thus,  with  every  diftant land. 

Through  this  dire  country  Cato's  journey  lay. 
Here  he  purfu'd,  while  Virtue  led  the  way. 
Here  the  bold  youth,  led  by  his  high  command, 
Fearlefs  of  ilorms  and  raging  winds,  by  land        765 
Repeat  the  dangers  of  the  fwelling  main. 
And  ftrive  with  llorms  and  raging  winds  again. 
Here  all  at  large,  where  nought  reftrains  his  force. 
Impetuous  Aufter  runs  his  rapid  courfe  ; 
Nor  mountains  here,  nor  ftedfaft  rocks  refill:,        770 
But  free  he  fweeps  along  the  fpacious  lift* 
No  ftable  groves  of  ancient  oaks  arife. 
To  tire  his  rage,  and  catch  him  as  he  flies ; 
But  wide,  around,  the  naked  plains  appear. 
Here  fierce  he  drives  unbounded  through  the  air. 
Roars  and  exerts  his  dreadful  empire  here. 
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The  whirling  duft,  like  waves  in  eddies  wrought, 
Rifing  aloft,  to  the  mid  heaven  is  caught ; 
There  hangs  a  fuUen  cloud  ;  nor  falls  again. 
Nor  breaks,  like  gentle  vapours,  into  rain.  780 

Gazing,  the  poor  inhabitant  defcries. 
Where  high  above  his  land  and  cottage  flies ; 
Bereft,  he  fees  his  loft  pofleiTions  there. 
From  earth  tranfported,  and  now  fix'd  in  air.       784 
Not  rifmg  flames  attempt  a  bolder  flight; 
Like  fmoke  by  rifmg  flames  uplifted,  light 
The  fands  afcend,  and  ftainthe  heavens  with  night. 
But  now,  his  utmoft  power  and  rage  to  boaft. 
The  ftormy  god  invades  the  Roman  hoft  ; 
The  foldier  yields,  unequal  to  the  fliock,  790 

And  ftaggers  at  the  v/ind's  ftupendous  ilroke. 
Amaz'd  he  fees  that  earth,  which  lowly  lay, 
Forc'd  from  beneath  his  feet,  and  torn  away. 
Oh  Libya !  were  thy  pliant  furface  bound. 
And  form'd  a  folid,  clofe-compa6l:'d  ground  ;       795 
Or  hadft  thou  rocks,  whofe  hollows  deep  below 
Would  draw  thofe  raging  winds  that  loofely  blow ; 
Their  fury,  by  thy  firmer  mafs  oppos'd. 
Or  in  thofe  dark  infernal  caves  inclos'd. 
Thy  certain  ruin  would  at  once  complete,  800 

Shake  thy  foundations,  and  unfix  thy  feat : 
But  well  thy  flitting  plains  have  learned  to  yield; 
Thus,  not  contending,  thou  thy  place  haft  held, 
Unfix'd  art  fix'd,  and  flying  keep'ft  the  field. 
Helms,  fpears,  and  fliields,  fnatch'd  from  the  warlike 

hoft. 
Through  heaven's  wide  regions  far  away  were  toft; 
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While  dlftarit  nations,  with  religious  fear. 

Beheld  them,  as  fome  prodigy  in  air. 

And  thought  the  gods  by  them  denounc'd  a  war. 

Such  haply  was  the  chance,  which  Hrfl:  did  raife  8io 

The  pious  tale,  in  prieilly  Numa's  days  ; 

Such  were  thofe  ihields,  and  thus  they  came  from 

heaven, 
A  facred  charge  to  young  patricians  given  ; 
Perhaps,  long  fmce,  to  lawlefs  winds  a  prey. 
From  far  barbarians  were  they  forc'd  away ;        815 
Thence  through  long  airy  journeys  fafe  did  come. 
To  cheat  the  croud  with  miracles  at  Rome. 
Thus,  wide  o'er  Libya,  rag'd  the  ftormy  fouth. 
Thus  every  way  aflail'd  the  Latian  youth  : 
Each  feveral  method  for  defence  they  try,  820 

Now   wrap   their   garments    tight,   now   clofe   they 

lie: 
Now  finking  to  the  earth,  with  weight  they  prefs. 
Now  clafp  it  to  them  with  a  ilrong  embrace. 
Scarce  in  that  pollure  fafe ;  the  driving  blaft 
Bears  hard,  and  almoft  heaves  them  off  at  lafl.     825 
Meantime  a  fandy  flood  comes  rolling  on. 
And  fwelling  heaps  the  proftrate  legions  drown ; 
New  to  the  fudden  danger,  and  difmay'd,  ^ 

The  frighted  foldicr  haily  calls  for  aid,  L 

Heaves  at  the  hill,  and  ilruggling  rears  his  head.    J 
Soon  Ihoots  the  growing  pile,  and,  rear'd  on  high. 
Lifts  up  its  lofty  fummit  to  the  fky  :  S^z 

High  fandy  walls,  like  forts,  their  paflage  ftay. 
And  rifing  mountains  intercept  their  way  : 


} 


1 


LUCAN's    PHARSALIA,    Book  IX.         323 

The  certain  bounds  which  fhould  their  journey  guide 

The  moving  earth  and  dully  deluge  hide  : 

So  landmarks  fmk  beneath  the  flowing  tide. 

As  through  mid  feas  uncertainly  they  move. 

Led  only  by  Jove's  facred  lights  above  :  839 

Part  ev'n  of  them  the  Libyan  clime  denies. 

Forbids  their  native  northern  ftars  to  rife. 

And  ihades  the  well-known  luftre  from  their  eyes 

Now  near  approaching  to  the  burning  zone. 
To  warmer,  calmer  ikies  they  journey'd  on.  844 

The  flackening  llorms  the  neighbouring  fun  confefs,"^ 
The  heat  ftrikes  fiercer,  and  the  winds  grow  lefs,    \. 
Whilfl  parching  thirft  and  fainting  fweats  increafe.  J 
As  forward  on  the  weary  way  they  went. 
Panting  with  drought,  and  all  with  labour  fpent, 
Amidft  the  defert,  defolate  and  dry,  850 

One  chanc'd  a  little  trickling  fpring  to  fpy : 
Proud  of  the  prize,  he  drain 'd  the  fcanty  fiore. 
And  in  his  helmet  to  the  chieftain  bore. 
Around,  in  crouds,  the  thirfty  legions  ftood. 
Their  throats  and  clammy  jaws  with  dull  bellrew' 
And  all  with  wifliful  eyes  the  liquid  treafure  view'd. 
Around  the  leader  call  his  careful  look. 
Sternly  the  tempting  envy'd  gift  he  took. 
Held  it,  and  thus  the  giver  fierce  befpoke  : 
And  think'll  thou  then  that  I  want  virtue  moll  1    86* 
Am  I  the  meanell  of  this  Roman  holl ! 
Am  I  the  firil  foft  coward  that  complains ! 
That  fhrinks,  unequal  to  thefe  glorious  pains ! 
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Am  I  in  eafe  and  infamy  the  firft ! 
Rather  be  thou,  baTe  as  thou  art,  accursM, 
Thou  that  dar'il  drink,  when  all  beilde  thee  th 
He  faid ;  and  wrathful  ftretching  forth  his  hand 
Pour*d  out  the  precious  draught  upon  the  fand.    86^ 
Well  did  the  water  thus  for  all  provide, 
Envy'd  by  none,  while  thus  to  all  deny'd, 
A  little  thus  the  general  want  fupply'd. 

Now  to  the  facred  temple  they  draw  near, 
Whofe  only  altars  Libyan  lands  revere ; 
There,  but  unlike  the  Jove  by  Rome  ador'd, 
A  form  uncouth,  Hands  heaven's  Almighty  Lord.  875 
No  regal  enfigns  grace  his  potent  hand. 
Nor  fhakes  he  there  the  lightning's  flaming  brand ; 
Rut,  ruder  to  behold,  a  horned  ram 
Belies  the  god,  and  Ammon  is  his  name. 
There,  though  he  reigns  unrival'd  and  alone,       880 
O'er  the  rich  neighbours  of  the  Torrid  Zone; 
Though  fvvarthy  ^thiops  are  to  him  confin'd. 
With  Araby  the  bleft,  and  wealthy  Inde  ; 
Yet  no  proud  domes  are  rais'd,  no  gems  are  feen. 
To  blaze  upon  his  fhrines  with  coflly  fheen^         885 
But  plain  and  poor,  and  unprophan'd  he  flood. 
Such  as,  to  whom  our  great  forefathers  bow'd  : 
A  god  of  pious  times,  and  days  of  old. 
That  keeps  his  temples  fafe  from  Roman  gold. 
Here,  and  here  only,  through  wide  Libya's  fpace,  890 
Tall  trees,  the  land,  and  verdant  herbage  grace ; 
Here  the  loofe  fands  by  plenteous  fprings  are  bound. 
Knit  to  a  mafs,  and  moulded  into  ground  : 


LUCAN's    PHARSALIA,    Book  IX.         325 
Here  fmiling  nature  wears  a  fertile  drefs. 
And  all  things  here  the  prefent  god  confefs.  895 

Yet  here  the  fun  to  neither  pole  declines. 
But  from  his  zenith  vertically  fhines  : 
Hence,  ev'n  the  trees  no  friendly  fhelter  yield. 
Scarce  their  own  trunks  the  leafy  branches  Ihield ; 
The  rays  defcend  direft,  all  round  embrace,        900 
And  to  a  central  point  the  fhadow  chace. 
Here  equally  the  middle  line  is  found. 
To  cut  the  radiant  Zodiac  in  its  round : 
Here  unoblique  the  Bull  and  Scorpion  rife. 
Nor  mount  too  fwift,  nor  leave  too  foon  the  fkies ;  905 
Nor  Libra  does  too  long  the  Ram  attend. 
Nor  bids  the  Maid  xkiz  fijhy  fign  defcend. 
The  Boys  and  Centaur  juilly  time  divide. 
And  equally  their  feveral  feafons  guide  : 
Alike  the  Crab  and  wintery  Goat  return,  9IQ 

Alike  the  Lion  and  the  flowing  Urn. 
If  any  farther  nations  yet  are  known. 
Beyond  the  Libyan  fires,  and  fcorching  zone ; 
Northward  from  them  the  fun's  bright  courfeis  made. 
And  to  the  fouthward  ftrikes  the  leaning  fhade :    915 
There  flow  Bootes,  with  his  lazy  wain 
Defcending,  feems  to  reach  the  watery  main. 
Of  all  the  lights  which  high  above  they  fee. 
No  ftar  what-e'er  from  Neptune's  waves  is  free. 
The  whirling  axle  drives  them  round,  and  plunges 
in  the  fea. 

Before  the  temple's  entrance,  at  the  gate,        921 
Attending  crouds  of  eafl:ern  pilgrims  wait : 

•         Y     3 
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Thefe  from  the  homed  god  expedl  relief : 

But  all  give  way  before  the  Latian  chief. 

His  hoft,   (as  crouds  are  fuperftitious  ftill)  ^ 

Curious  of  fate,  of  future  good  and  ill,  > 

And  fond  to  prove  prophetic  Amnion's  fkill,  j 

Intreat  their  leader  to  the  god  would  go. 

And  from  his  oracle  Rome's  fortunes  know : 

But  Labienus  chief  the  thought  approv'd,  930 

And  thus  the  common  fuit  to  Cato  mov'd : 

Chance,  and  the  fortune  of  the  way,  he  faid. 
Have  brought  Jove's  facred  counfels  to  our  aid  : 
This  greateft  of  the  gods,  this  mighty  chief. 
In  each  diftrefs  fhall  be  a  fure  relief;  935 

Shall  point  the  diftant  dangers  from  afar. 
And  teach  the  future  fortunes  of  the  war. 
To  thee,  O  Cato  !  pious!  wife!  andjuft! 
Their  dark  decrees  the  cautious  gods  fliall  trufl ; 
To  thee  their  fore-determin'd  will  fhall  tell :         94a 
Their  will  has  been  thy  law,  and  thou  haft  kept  it  well. 
Fate  bids  thee  now  the  noble  thought  improve  ; 
Fate  brings  thee  here,  to  meet  and  talk  with  Jove. 
Inquire  betimes,  what  various  chance  Ihall  come 
To  impious  Caefar,  and  thy  native  Rome ; 
Try  to  avert,  at  Icaft,  thy  country's  doom. 
Afk  if  thefe  arms  our  freedom  fhall  reftore  : 
Or  elfe,  if  laws  and  right  fhall  be  no  more. 
Be  thy  great  breaft  with  facred  knowledge  fraught. 
To  lead  us  in  the  wandering  maze  of  thought :     950 
Thou,  that  to  virtue  ever  wert  inclin'd. 
Learn  what  it  is,  how  certainly  defin'd. 
And  leave  fome  perfed  rule  to  guide  mankind. 
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Full  of  the  god  that  dwelt  within  his  breaft, 
TKe  hero  thus  his  fecret  mind  exprefs'd,  gcc 

And  in-born  truths  reveal'd ;  truths  which  might  well 
Become  ev'n  oracles  themfelves  to  tell. 

Where  would  thy  fond,  thy  vain  inquiry  go  ? 
What  myftic  fate,  what  fecret,  would'll  thou  know? 
Is  it  a  doubt  if  death  Ihould  be  my  doom. 
Rather  than  live  till  kings  and  bondage  come. 
Rather  than  fee  a  tyrant  crown'd  in  Rome  ? 
Or  would'll:  thou  know  if,  what  we  value  here. 
Life,  be  a  trifle  hardly  worth  our  care  ? 
What  by  old  age  and  length  of  days  we  gain,       965 
More  than  to  lengthen  out  the  fenfe  of  pain  ? 
Or  if  this  world,  with  all  its  forces  join'd. 
The  univerfal  malice  of  mankind. 
Can  Ihake  or  hurt  the  brave  and  honeil:  mind  ? 
If  ftable  virtue  can  her  ground  maintain,  970 

Whilll:  fortune  feebly  threats  and  frowns  in  vain  ? 
If  truth  and  juftice  with  uprightnefs  dwell. 
And  honefty  confift  in  meaning  well  ? 
If  right  be  independent  of  fuccefs. 
And  conqueft  cannot  make  it  more  nor  lefs  ?         975 
Are  thefe,  my  friend,  the  fecrets  thou  would'll  know, 
Thofe  doubts  for  which  to  oracles  we  go  ? 
'Tis  known,  'tis  plain,  'tis  all  already  told. 
And  horned  Ammon  can  no  more  unfold. 
From  God  deriv'd,  to  God  by  nature  join'd,       980 
We  adl  the  didlates  of  his  mighty  mind : 
And  though  our  priells  are  mute,  and  temples  ftill, 
God  never  wants  a  voice  to  fpeak  his  will. 
Y  4 
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When  firll  we  from  the  teeming  womb  were  brought 

With  in-born  precepts  then  our  fouls  were  fraught 

And  then  the  maker  his  new  creatures  taught. 

Then  when  he  form'd,  and  gave  us  to  be  men. 

He  gave  us  all  our  ufeful  knowledge,  then. 

Canil  thou  believe,  the  vaft  eternal  mind 

Was  e'er  to  Syrts  and  Libyan  fands  confined  ?      990 

That  he  would  choofe  this  wafte,  this  barren  ground. 

To  teach  the  thin  inhabitants  around. 

And  leave  his  truth  in  wilds  and  deferts  drown'd 

Is  there  a  place  that  God  would  choofe  to  love 

Beyond  this  earth,  the  feas,  yon  heaven  above. 

And  virtuous  minds,  the  noblefl:  throne  for  Jove  ? 

Why  feek  we  farther  then  ?  behold  around. 

How  all  thou  feell  does  with  the  god  abound, 

Jove  is  alike  in  all,  and  always  to  be  found. 

Let  thofe  weak  minds,  who  live  in  doubt  and  fear,  loco 

To  juggling  priells  for  oracles  repair  ; 

One  certain  hour  of  death  to  each  decreed. 

My  fix'd,  my  certain  foul  from  doubt  has  freed. 

The  coward  and  the  brave  are  doom'd  to  fall ; 

And  when  Jove  told  this  truth,  he  told  us  all.     1005 

So  fpoke  the  hero  ;  and,  to  keep  his  word. 

Nor  Ammon,  nor  his  oracle  explor'd; 

But  left  the  croud  at  freedom  to  believe. 

And  take  fuch  anfwers  as  the  prieft  fliould  give. 

Foremoft  on  foot  he  treads  the  burning  fand,  10 10 
Bearing  his  arms  in  his  own  patient  hand ; 
Scorning  another's  weary  neck  to  prefs. 
Or  in  a  lazy  chariot  loll  at  cafe  : 


mew,        > 
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The  panting  foldier  at  his  toil  fucceeds. 

Where  no  command,  but  great  example  leads.    10 15 

Sparing  of  deep,  ftill  for  the  reft  he  wakes. 

And  at  the  fountain,  laft,  his  thiril  he  flakes ; 

Whene'er  by  chance  fome  living  ftream  is  found. 

He  Hands,  and  fees  the  cooling  draughts  go  round. 

Stays  till  the  laft  and  meaneft  drudge  be  paft,     1020 

And,  till  his  flaves  have  drunk,  difdains  to  tafte. 

If  true  good  men  deferve  immortal  fame. 

If  virtue,  though  diftrefs'd,  be  ftill  the  fame  ; 

Whatever  our  fathers  greatly  dar'd  to  do 

Whate'er  they  bravely  bore,  and  wifely  k 

Their  virtues  all  are  his,  and  all  their  praife 

Whoe'er,  with  battles  fortunately  fought. 

Whoe'er,  with  Roman  blood,  fuch  honours  bought  ? 

This  triumph,  this,  on  Libya's  utmoft  bound. 

With  death  and  defolation  compafs'd  round,        1030 

To  all  thy  glories,  Pompey,  I  prefer. 

Thy  trophies,  and  thy  third  triumphal  car. 

To  Marius' mighty  name,  and  great  Jugurthine  war. 

His  country's  father  here,  O  Rome,  behold. 

Worthy  thy  temples,  priefts,  and  fhrines  of  gold  !  1035 

If  e'er  thou  break'ft  thy  lordly  mafter's  chain. 

If  liberty  be  e'er  reftor'd  again. 

Him  flialt  thou  place  in  thy  divine  abodes. 

Swear  by  his  holy  name,  and  rank  him  with  thy  gods. 

Now  to  thofe  fultry  regions  were  they  paft. 
Which  Jove  to  flop  inquiring  mortals  plac'd. 
And  as  their  utmoft,  fouthern,  limits  caft. 
Thirfty,  for  fprings  they  fearch  the  defert  round 
And  only  one,  -amidft  the  fands,  they  found. 
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Well  llorM  it  was,  but  all  accefs  was  barr*d  :      1045 
The  ftream  ten  thoufand  noxious  ferpents  guard  : 
Dry  Afpics  on  the  fatal  margin  Hood, 
And  Dipfas  thirlled  in  the  middle  flood. 
Back  from  the  ftream  the  frighted  foldicr  flics,   1049 
Though  parch 'd,  and  languilhing  for  drink,  he  dies  : 
The  chief  beheld,  and  faid.  You  fear  in  vain. 
Vainly  from  fafc  and  healthy  draughts  ablLiin, 
My  foldicr,  drink,  and  dread  not  death  or  paii 
When  urg*d  to  rage,  their  teeth  the  ferpents  fix, 
And  venom  with  our  vital  juices  mix;  1055 

The  pert  infus'd  through  every  vein  runs  round, 
Infefts  the  mafs,  and  death  is  in  the  wound. 
Harmlefs  and  fafc,  no  poifon  here  they  Ihcd  : 
He  faid  ;  and  firll  the  doubtful  draught  cflayM  ; 
He,  who  through   all  their  march,  their  toil,  their 
thirll,  1060 

Demanded,  here  alone,  to  drink  the  firft. 

Why  plagues,  like  thefe,  infeft  the  Libyan  air. 
Why  deaths  unknown  in  various  fliapcs  appear ; 
Why,  fruitful  to  deftroy,  the  curfcd  land 
Is  temper'd  thus,  by  nature's  fccret  hand  ;  1065 

Dark  and  obfcurc  the  hiddcMi  caufe  remains. 
And  flill  deludes  the  vain  inquirer's  pains ; 
Unlcfs  a  tale  for  truth  may  be  bcliev'd. 
And  the  good-natur'd  world  be  willingly  deceived . 

Where  wcllern  waves  on  farthcll  Libya  beat,  J 
Warm'd  with  the  fctiing  fun's  defccndinc  lu;it,  > 
Dreadful  Mcdufa  fix'd  her  horrid  feat.  3 

No  leafy  fliaJe,  with  kind  protci^ion,  ihlclds 
The  rough,  the  fqualid,  unfrequented  fields : 
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No  mark  of  ihepherds,  or  the  plowman's  toil,    1075 
To  tend  the  flocks,  or  turn  the  mellow  foil : 
But,  rude  with  rocks,  the  region  all  around 
Its  miftrefs,  and  her  potent  vifage,  own'd. 
'T  was  from  this  monfter  to  afflift  mankind. 
That  nature  firft  produc'd  the  fnaky  kind  :  1080 

On  her,  at  firll  their  forky  tongues  appeared; 
JFrom  her,  their  dreadful  hiffings  firll  were  heard. 
Some  wreath'd  in  folds  upon  her  temples  hung ; 
Some  backwards  to  her  waift  depended  long ; 
Some  with  their  rifmg  crefts  her  forehead  deck;  1085 
Some  wanton  play,  and  lafh  her  fwelling  neck  : 
And  while  her  hands  the  curling  vipers  comb, 
Poifons  diftil  around,  and  drops  of  livid  foam. 

None,  who  beheld  the  fury,  could  complain; 
So  fwift  their  fate,  preventing  death  and  pain  :   1090 
Ere  they  had  time  to  fear,  the  change  came  on. 
And  motion,  fenfe,  and  life,  were  loft  in  ftone. 
The  foul  itfelf,  from  fudden  flight  debarr'd. 
Congealing,  in  the  body's  fortune  fliar'd. 
The  dire  Eumenides  could  rage  infpire,  1095 

But  could  no  more  ;  the  tuneful  Thracian  lyre 
Infernal  Cerberus  did  foon  afl'uage, 
LuU'd  him  to  reft,  and  footh'd  his  triple  rage  ; 
Hydra's  feven  heads  the  bold  Alcides  view'd. 
Safely  he  faw,  and  what  he  faw,  fubdu'd  :  iioo 

Of  thefe  in  various  terrors  each  excell'd ; 
But  all  to  this  fuperior  fury  yield, 
Phorcus  and  Coeto,  next  to  Neptune  he. 
Immortal  both,  and  rulers  of  the  fea. 


33»  R  O  W  E's    P  O  E  M  S. 

This  monger's  parents  did  their  offspring  dread;  1 105 

And  from  her  fight  her  filler  Gorgons  fled. 

Old  ocean's  waters  and  the  liquid  air. 

The  univerfal  world  her  power  might  fear : 

All  nature's  beauteous  works  fhe  could  invade. 

Through  every  part  a  lazy  numbnefs  flied. 

And  over  all  a  ftony  furface  fpread. 

Birds  in  their  flight  were  ftopt,  and  ponderous  grown. 

Forgot  their  pinions,  and  fell  fenfelefs  down. 

Beails  to  the  rocks  were  fix'd,  and  all  around 

Were  tribes  of  fl:one  and  marble  nations  found.   1 1 15 

No  living  eyes  fo  fell  a  fight  could  bear ; 

Her  fnakes  themfelves,  all  deadly  though  they  were. 

Shot  backward  from  her  face,  and  flirunk  away 

for  fear. 

By  her,  a  rock  Titanian  Atlas  grew. 
And  heaven  by  her  the  giants  did  fubdue  :         1 1 20 
Hard  was  the  fight,  and  Jove  was  half  difmay'd. 
Till  Pallas  brought  the  Gorgon  to  his  aid  : 
The  heavenly  nation  laid  afide  their  fear. 
For  foon  flie  finifli'd  the  prodigious  war; 
To  mountains  turn'd,  the  monfter  race  remains,  1 125 
The  trophies  of  her  power  on  the  Phlegrasan  plains. 

To  feek  this  monfter,  and  her  fate  to  prove 
The  fon  of  Danac  and  golden  Jove, 
Attempts  a  flight  through  airy  ways  above. 
The  youth  Cyllenian  Hermes'  aid  implor'd  ;       1 130 
The  god  affifted  with  his  wings  the  fword. 
His  fword  which  late  made  watchful  Argus  bleed. 
And  16  from  her  cruel  keeper  freed. 
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Unwedded  Pallas  lent  a  filler's  aid  ; 

But  afk'd,  for  recompence,  Medufa*s  head.        1135 

Eailward  Ihe  warns  her  brother  bend  his  flight. 

And  from  the  Gorgon  realms  avert  his  fight ; 

Then  arms  his  left  with  her  refulgent  Ihield, 

And  fhews  how  there  the  foe  might  be  beheld. 

Deep  flambers  had  the  drowfy  fiend  pofleft,        11 40 

Such  as  drew  on,  and  well  might  feem,  her  laft  : 

And  yet  ihe  flept  not  whole  ;  one  half  her  fnakes 

Watchful,  to  guard  their  horrid  miftrefs,  wakes ; 

The  reft  difhevel'd,  loofely,  round  her  head. 

And  o'er  her  droufy  lids  and  face  were  fpread.  1 145 

Backward  the  youth  draws  near,  nor  dares  to  look. 

But  blindly,  at  a  venture,  aims  a  ftroke  : 

His  faultering  hand  the  virgin  goddefs  guides. 

And  from  the  monfter's  neck  her  fnaky  head  divides. 

But  oh  !  what  art,  what  numbers,  can  exprefs  1150 

The  terrors  of  the  dying  Gorgon's  face  1 

What  clouds  of  poifon  from  her  lips  arife. 

What  death,  what  vaft  dcftru(^ion,  threaten'd  in  her 

eyes ! 
^T  was  fomewhat  that  immortal  gods  might  fear. 
More  than  the  warlike  maid  herfelf  could  bear.  1 155 
The  viflor  Perfeus  ftill  had  been  fubdu'd. 
Though,  wary  ftill,  with  eyes  averfe  he  ftood : 
Had  not  his  heavenly  fifter's  timely  care 
Veil'd  the  dread  vifage  with  the  hifting  hair. 
Seis'd  of  his  prey,  heavenwards,  uplifted  light,  1160 
On  Hermes'  nimble  wings,  he  took  his  flight. 
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Now  thoughtful  of  his  courfe,  he  hung  in  air. 

And  meant  through  Europe's  happy  clime  to  lleer; 

Till  pitying  Pallas  warn'd  him  not  to  blaft 

Her  fruitful  fields,  nor  lay  her  cities  wafte.         1 165 

For  who  would  not  have  upwards  call  their  fight. 

Curious  to  gaze  at  fuch  a  wondrous  flight  ? 

Therefore,  by  gales  of  gentle  Zephyrs  borne. 

To  Libya's  coaft  the  hero  minds  to  turn. 

Beneath  the  fultry  line,  expcs'd  it  lies  1 170 

To  deadly  planets,  and  malignant  fkies. 

Still,  with  his  fiery  fteeds,  the  god  of  day 

Drives  through  that  heaven,  and  makes  his  burning 

way. 
No  land  more  high  erefls  its  lofty  head. 
The  filver  moon  in  dim  eclipfe  to  fhade ;  1 175 

If  through  the  fummer  figns  direft  fhe  run. 
Nor  bends  obliquely,  north  or  fouth  to  Ihun 
The  envious  earth  that  hides  her  from  the  fun. 
Yet  could  this  foil  accurft,  this  barren  field, 
Increafe  of  deaths,  and  poifonous  harvefts  yield.  1 1 80 
Where-e'er  fublime  in  air  the  vidlor  flew. 
The  monfter's  head  diftilPd  a  deadly  dew ; 
The  earth  receiv'd  the  feed,  and  pregnant  grew 
Still  as  the  putrid  gore  dropt  on  the  fand, 
'Twas  temper'd  up  by  nature's  forming  hand;  11 85 
The  glowing  climate  makes  the  work  complete. 
And  broods  upon  the  mafs,  and  lends  it  genial  heat. 

Firft  of  thofe  plagues  the  droufy  Afp  appear'd. 
Then  firft  her  creft  and  fwelling  neck  flie  rear'd; 
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A  larger  drop  of  black  congealing  blood  1 190 

Diftinguiih'd  her  amidft  the  deadly  brood. 

Of  all  the  ferpent  race  are  none  fo  fell. 

None  with  fo  many  deaths  fuch  plenteous  venom  fwell; 

Chill  in  themfelves,  our  colder  climes  they  fhun. 

And  choofe  to  balk  in  Afric's  warmer  fun ;         1 195 

But  Nile  no  more  confines  them  now  :  What  bound 

Can  for  infatiate  avarice  be  found  ! 

Freighted  with  Libyan  deaths  our  merchants  come. 

And  poifonous  afps  are  things  of  price  at  Rome. 

Her  fcaly  folds  th'  H?emorrhois  unbends,         1 200 
And  her  vaft  length  along  the  fand  extends ; 
Where-e'er  (he  wounds,  from  every  part  the  blood 
Gufhes  refilllefs  in  a  crimfon  flood. 

Amphibious  fome  do  in  the  Syrts  abound. 
And  now  on  land,  in  waters  now  are  found.        1205 

Slimy  Ciielyders  the  parch'd  earth  diilain. 
And  trace  a  reeking  furrow  on  the  plain. 

The  fpotted  Cenchris,  rich  in  various  dyes. 
Shoots  in  a  line,  and  forth  diredlly  flies  : 
Not  Theban  marbles  are  fo  gayly  drefs'd,  1210 

Nor  with  fuch  party-colour'd  beauties  grac'd. 

Safe  in  his  earthly  hue  and  dufky  Ikin, 
Th'  Ammodites  lurks  in  the  fands  unfeen  : 
The  Swimmer  there  the  cryftal  flream  pollutes; 
And  fwift,  through  air,  the  flying  Javelin  flioots.  12 15 
The  Scytale,  ere  yet  the  fpring  returns. 
There  calls  her  coat ;  and  there  the  Dipfas  burns ; 
The  Amphifbaena  doubly  arm'd  appears. 
At  either  end  a  threatening  head  flie  rears. 
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Rais'd  on  his  adlive  tail  the  Pareas  ftands,  1220 

And,  as  he  pafies,  furrows  up  the  fands. 
The  Prefter  by  his  forming  jaws  is  known  ; 
The  Seps  invades  the  flefh  and  firmer  bon«, 
DifTolves  the  mafs  of  man,  and  melts  his  fabric  down. 
The  Bafilifk,  with  dreadful  hiffings  heard,  1225 

And  from  afar  by  every  ferpent  fear'd. 
To  diilance  drives  the  vulgar,  and  remains 
The  lonely  monarch  of  the  defer t  plains. 

And  you,  ye  dragons  of  the  fcaly  race. 
Whom  glittering  gold  and  Ihining  armours  grace,  1230 
In  other  nations  harmlefs  are  you  found. 
This  guardian  Genii  and  prote6lors  own'd ; 
In  Afric  only  are  you  fatal ;  there. 
On  wide-expanded  wings,  fublime  you  rear 
Your  dreadful  forms,  and  drive  the  yielding  air. 
The  lowing  kine  in  droves  you  chace,  and  cull 
Some  mailer  of  the  herd,  fome  mighty  bull  : 
Around  his  flubborn  fides  your  tails  you  twill. 
By  force  comprefs,  and  burll  his  brawny  chell. 
Not  elephants  are  by  their  larger  fize  1240 

Secure,  but,  with  the  reft,  become  your  prize. 
Refiftlefs  in  your  might,  you  all  invade. 
And  for  deftrudion  need  not  poifon's  aid. 

Thus,  though  a  thoufand  plagues  around  them 
fpread, 
A  weary  march  the  hardy  fcldiers  tread. 
Through  thirft,  through  toil  and  death,  by  Cato  led. 
Their  chief,  with  pious  grief  and  deep  regret. 
Each  moment  mourns  his  friends  untimely  fate ; 
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Wondering^  he  fees  fome  fmall,  fome  trivial  wound 
Extend  a  valiant  Roman  on  the  ground.  1250 

Aulus,  a  noble  youth  of  Tyrrhene  blood, 
"Who  bore  the  ftandard,  on  a  Dipfas  trode  ; 
Backward  the  wrathful  ferpent  bent  her  head. 
And,  fell  with  rage>  th'  unheeded  wrong  repay 'd. 
Scarce  did  fome  little  mark  of  hurt  remain,         1 255 
And  fcarce  he  found  fome  little  fenfe  of  pain ; 
Nor  could  he  yet  the  danger  doubt,  nor  fear 
That  death,  with  all  its  terrors,  threaten'd  there. 
When  lo  1  unfeen,  the  feci'et  venom  fpreads. 
And  every  nobler  part  at  once  invades ;  1 260 

Swift  flames  confume  the  marrow  and  the  brain. 
And  the  fcorch'd  entrails  rage  with  burning  pain ; 
Upon  his  heart  the  thirlliy  poifons  prey. 
And  drain  the  facred  juice  of  life  away. 
No  kindly  floods  of  moifture  bathe  his  tongue,   1265 
But  cleaving  to  the  parched  roof  it  hung; 
No  trickling  drops  diftil,  no  dewy  fweat. 
To  eafe  his  weary  limbs,  and  cool  the  raging  heat. 
Nor  could  he  weep;  ev'n  grief  could  not  fupply 
Streams  for  the  mournful  office  of  his  eye. 
The  never-failing  fource  of  tears  was  dry. 
Frantic  he  flies,  and  with  a  carelefs  hand  f 

Hurls  the  negle6ted  eagle  on  the  fand ;  > 

Nor  hears,  nor  minds,  his  pitying  chief's  command.  3 
For  fprings  he  feeks,  he  digs,  he  proves  the  ground. 
For  fprings,  in  vain,  explores  the  defert  round,  1276 
For  cooling  draughts,  which  might  their  aid  impart. 
And  quench  the  burning  venom  in  his  heart. 
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Plunged  in  tlie  Tanais,  the  Rhone,  or  Po> 

Or  Nile,  vvhofe  wandering  ftreamso'eriEgypt  flow. 

Still  would  he  rage.  Hill  with  the  fever  glow 

The  fcorching  climate  to  his  fate  confpires. 

And  Libya's  fun  affifts  the  Dipfas'  fires.  1283 

Now  every  where  for  drink,  in  vain  he  pries. 

Now  to  the  Syrts  and  briny  feas  he  flies; 

The  briny  feas  delight,  but  feem  not  to  fufiice 

Nor  yet  he  knows  what  fecret  plague  he  nurs'd. 

Nor  found  the  poifon,  but  believ'd  it  thirfl. 

Of  thirll,  and  thirft  alone,  he  flill  complains. 

Raving  for  thirft,  he  tears  his  fwelling  veins ;     1 290 

From  every  veflTel  drains  a  crimfon  flood. 

And  quaffs  in  greedy  draughts  his  vital  blood. 

This  Cato  faw,  and  ftraight,  without  delay. 
Commands  his  legions  on  to  urge  their  way ; 
Nor  give  th'  inquiring  foldier  time  to  know        1295 
What  deadly  deeds  a  fatal  thirft  could  do. 

But  foon  a  fate  more  fad,  with  new  furprize. 
From  the  firft  objedt  turns  their  wondering  eyes. 
Wretched  Sabellus  by  a  Seps  was  ftung  ; 
Fix'd  to  his  leg,  with  deadly  teeth,  it  hung  :      130a 
Sudden  the  foldier  fliook  it  from  the  wound, 
Transfix'd  and  nail'd  it  to  the  barren  ground. 
Of  all  the  dire  deftruftive  ferpent  race. 
None  have  fo  much  of  death,  though  none  are  lefs. 
For  ftraight,  around  the  part,  the  fkin  withdrew,    "i 
The  flefti  and  fhrinking  fmews  backward  flew,        > 
And- left  the  naked  bones  expos'd  to  view.  J 
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The  fpreading  poifbns  all  the  parts  confound. 
And  the  whole  body  finks  within  the  wound. 
The  brawny  thighs  no  more  their  mufclcs  boaft,    1 3 1  o 
But,  melting,  all  in  liquid  filth  are  loft; 
The  well-knit  groin  above,  and  ham  below, 
Mixt  in  one  putrid  ftream,  together  flow ; 
The  firm  Peritonaeum,  rent  in  twain,  "^ 

No  more  the  prefTmg  entrails  could  fuftain,  C 

It  yields,  and  forth  they  fall,  at  once  they  guih  amain,  j 
Small  rehcs  of  the  mouldering  mafs  were  left. 
At  once  of  fubftance,  as  of  fcrtn  bereft ; 
DifTolv'd  the  whole  in  liquid  poifon  ran. 
And  to  a  naufeous  puddle  flirunk  the  man.  132c 

Then  burft  the  rigid  nerves,  the  manly  breaft. 
And  all  the  texture  of  the  heaving  cheft ; 
Refiftlefs  way  the  conquering  venom  made. 
And  fecret  nature  was  at  once  difplay'd  ; 
Her  facred  privacies  all  open  lie  1325 

To  each  prophane,  inquiring,  vulgar  eye. 
Then  the  broad  fhoulders  did  the  peft  invade. 
Then  o'er  the  valiant  arms  and  neck  it  fpread; 
Laft  funk,  the  mind's  imperial  feat,  the  head. 
So  fnows  diffolv'd  by  fouthern  breezes  run,  1 3  30 

So  melts  the  wax  before  the  noon-day  fun. 
Nor  ends  the  wonder  here ;  though  flames  are  known 
To  wafte  the  flefli,  yet  ilill  they  fpare  the  bone  : 
'  Here  none  were  left,  no  leaft  remains  were  feen ; 
No  marks  to  (hew,  that  once  the  man  had  been.  1335 
Of  all  the  plagues  which  curfe  the  Libyan  land, 
(If  death  and  mifchief  may  a  crown  demand) 
z  z 
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Serpent,  the  palm  is  thine.     Though  others  may 
Boaft  of  their  power  to  force  the  foul  away. 
Yet  foul  and  body  both  become  thy  prey. 

A  fate  of  different  kind  Nafidius  found,  1341 

A  burning  Preiler  gave  the  deadly  wound? 
And  ftraight  a  fadden  flame  began  to  fpread. 
And  paint  his  vifage  with  a  glowing  red. 
With  fwift  expanfion  fwells  the  bloated  fkin. 
Nought  but  an  undiftinguifli'd  mafs  is  feen. 
While  the  fair  human  form  lies  loll  within. 
The  puffy  poifon  fpreads,   and  heaves  around. 
Till  all  the  man  is  in  the  monller  drown*d. 
No  more  the  fteely  plate  his  breaft  can  ftay,       1350 
But  yields,  and  gives  the  buriling  poifon  way. 
Not  v/aters  fo,  when  fire  the  rage  fupplies. 
Bubbling  on  heaps,   in  boiling  cauldrons  rife  : 
Nor  fwells  the  ftretching  canvas  half  fo  fall. 
When  the  fails  gather  all  the  driving  blaft. 
Strain  the  tough  yards,  and  bow  the  lofty  mail 
The  various  parts  no  longer  now  are  known. 
One  headlefs  formlefs  heap  remains  alone  J 
The  feathcr'd  kind  avoid  the  fatal  feaft. 
And  leave  it  deadly  to  fome  hungry  beafl' ;  1360 

With  horror  feiz'd,  his  fad  companions  too. 
In  hafrc  from  the  unbury'd  carcafe  flew  ; 
Looked  back,  but  fled  again,  for  Hill  the  monfler 
grew. 

But  fertile  Libya  flill  new  plagues  fupplies. 
And  to  more  horrid  monllcrs  turns  their  eyes.      1365 
Deeply  the  fierce  Ha^morrhois  imprell: 
ITcr  fatal  teeth  on  TuUus'  valiant  breall: 


1 


LU  CAN'S    PHARSALIA,    Book  IX.  341 

The  noble  youth,  with  virtue's  love  infpir'd. 

Her,  in  her  Cato,  follow'd  and  admir'd  ; 

Mov'd  by  his  great  example,  vow'd  to  fhare,     1370 

With  him,  each  chance  of  that  difalirous  war. 

And  as  when  mighty  Rome's  fpedlators  meet 

In  the  full  theatre's  capacious  feat. 

At  once,  by  fecret  pipes  and  channels  fed. 

Rich  tindures  gufh  from  every  antique  head;     1375 

At  once  ten  thoufand  fafFron  currents  flow, 

And  rain  their  odours  on  the  croud  below  : 

So  the  warm  blood  at  once  from  every  part 

Ran  purple  poifon  down,  and drain'd  the  fainting  heart. 

Blood  falls  for  tears,  and  o'er  his  mournful  face   1380 

The  ruddy  drops  their  tainted  pafiage  trace  : 

Where-e'er  the  liquid  juices  find  a  way. 

There  flreams  of  blood,  there  crimfon  rivers  ftray  : 

Kis  mouth  and  gufhing  noflrils  pour  a  flood. 

And  ev'n  the  pores  ooze  out  the  trickling  blood ;   1385 

In  the  red  deluge  alt  the  parts  lie  drown'd. 

And  the  whole  body  feems  one  bleeding  wound. 

L^Evus,  a  colder  Afpic  bit,  and  ftraight 
His  blood  forgot  to  flow,  his  heart  to  beat ; 
Thick  fliades  upon  his  eye-lids  feem'd  to  creep,    1390 
And  lock  him  faft  in  everlalHng  fleep  : 
No  fenfe  of  pain,  no  torment  did  he  know. 
But  funk  in  flumbers  to  the  fliades  below. 

Not  fwifter  death  attends  the  noxious  juice. 
Which  dire  Sabsean  Aconites  produce.  1395 

Well  may  their  crafty  priefts  divine,  and  well 
The  fate  which  they  themfelves  can  caufe,  foretel. 
z  3 
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Fierce  from  afar  a  darting  Javelin  fliot, 
(For  fuch,  the  ferpent's  name  has  Afric  taught) 
And  through  unhappy  Paulus'  temples  flew;       1400 
Nor  poifon,  but  a  wound,  the  foldier  flew. 
No  flight  fo  fwift,  fo  rapid  none  we  know. 
Stones  for  the  founding  fling,  compar'd,  are  flow 
And  the  fliaft  loiters  from  the  Scythian  bow 

A  bafilifk  bold  Murrus  kill'd  in  vain,  1405 

And  nail'd  it  dying  to  the  fandy  plain ; 
Along  the  fpear  the  Aiding  venom  ran. 
And  fudden,  from  the  weapon,  feiz'd  the  man  : 
His  hand  firfl:  touch'd,  ere  it  his  arm  invade. 
Soon  he  divides  it  with  his  fliining  blade  :  1410 

The  ferpent's  force  by  fad  example  taught. 
With  his  lofl:  hand,  his  ranfom'd  life  he  bought. 

Who  that  the  fcorpion's  infe6l  form  furveys. 
Would  think  that  ready  death  his  call  obeys  ?      141 4 
Threatening,  he  rears  his  knotty  tail  on  high ; 
The  vafl:  Orion  thus  he  doom'd  to  die. 
And  fix'd  him,  his  proud  trophy  in  the  iky. 

Or  could  we  the  Salpuga's  anger  dread. 
Or  fear  upon  her  little  cell  to  tread  ? 
Yet  flie  the  fatal  threads  of  life  commands,        1420 
And  quickens  oft  tlie  Stygian  fiflers'  hands. 

Purlu'd  by  dangers,  thus  they  pafsM  away 
The  reftlefs  night,  and  thus  the  cheerlefs  day ; 
Ev'n  earth  itfelf  they  fear'd,  the  common  bed. 
Where  each  lay  down  to  rell  his  weary  head :      1425 
There  no  kind  trees  their  leafy  couches  fl:row. 
The  fands  no  turf  nor  moflV  beds  bellow ; 
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But  tir'd,  and  fainting  with  the  tedious  toil. 
Expos 'd  they  lleep  upon  the  fatal  foil. 
With  vital  heat  they  brood  upon  the  ground,      1430 
And  breathe  a  kind  attractive  vapour  round. 
While  chill,  with  colder  night's  ungentle  air. 
To  man's  warm  bread  his  fnaky  foes  repair. 
And  find,  ungrateful  guefts,  a  fhelter  there. 
Thence  freih  fupplies  of  poifonous  rage  return,  1435 
And  fiercely  with  recruited  deaths  they  burn. 

Reflore,  thus  fadly  oft  the  foldier  faid, 
Reflore  Emathia's  plains,  from  whence  we  fled  ; 
This  grace,  at  leaft,  ye  cruel  gods  afford. 
That  we  may  fall  beneath  the  hoftile  fword.       H4^ 
The  Dipfa's  here  in  Caefar's  triumph  ihare. 
And  fell  Ceraftae  wage  his  civil  war. 
Or  let  us  hafte  away,  prefs  farther  on,  "1 

Urge  our  bold  paffage  to  the  burning  zone,  > 

And  die  by  thofe  aethereal  flames  alone.  3 

Afric,  thy  deferts  we  accufe  no  more,  ^44^ 

Nor  blame,  oh  nature  !  thy  creating  power  : 
From  man  thou  wifely  didft  thefe  wilds  divide. 
And  for  thy  monfters  here  alone  provide; 
A  region  wafte  and  void  of  all  befide. 
Thy  prudent  care  forbad  the  barren  field  1 45 1 

The  yellow  harvefl:'s  ripe  increafe  to  yield ; 
Man  and  his  labours  well  thou  didfl  deny. 
And  bad'ft  him  from  the  land  of  poifons  fly. 
We,  impious  we,  the  bold  irruption  made ;        J  45 5 
We,  this  the  ferpent's  world,  did  firll  invade  ; 
Take  then  our  lives  a  forfeit  for  the  crime. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  rtj'ft  this  curfed  clime  ; 
z  4. 
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What  god  foe'er,  that  only  lov'ft  to  reign. 

And  dofl  the  commerce  of  mankind  difdain ;        1460 

Who,  to  fecure  thy  horrid  empire's  bound. 

Haft  fix'd  the  Syrts,  and  torrid  reahns  around  ; 

Here  the  wild  waves,  there  the  flames  fcorching  breath. 

And  fiU'd  the  dreadful  middle  fpace  with  death. 

Behold,  to  thy  retreats  our  arms  we  bear,  1465 

And  with  Rome's  civil  rage  prophane  thee  here-; 

Ev'n  to  thy  inmoft  feats  we  ftrive  to  go. 

And  feek  the  limits  of  the  world  to  know. 

Perhaps  more  dire  events  attend  us  yet ; 

New  deaths,  new  monfters,  ftill  v/e  go  to  meet.   1470 

Perhaps  to  thofe  far  feas  our  journey  bends. 

Where  to  the  waves  the  burning  fun  defcends ; 

Where,  rufhing  headlong  down  heaven's  azure  fteep. 

All  red  he  plunges  in  the  hifiing  deep. 

Low  fmks  the  pole,  declining  from  its  height,    J475 

And  feems  to  yield  beneath  the  rapid  weight. 

Nor  farther  lands  from  fame  herfelf  are  known. 
But  Mauritanian  Juba's  realms  alone. 
Perhaps,  while,  ralhJy  daring,  on  we  pafs. 
Fate  may  difcover  fome  more  dreadful  place ;     1480 
Till,  late  repenting,  we  may  wifh  in  vain 
To  fee  thefe  ferpents,  and  thefe  fands  again. 
One  joy -'at  leaft  do  thefe  fad  regions  give, 
Ev'n  here  we  know  't  is  polTible  to  live  : 
That,  by  the  native  plagues,  we  may  perceive. 
Nor  afk  we  now  for  Afia's  gentler  day. 
Nor  now  for  European  funs  we  pray ; 
Thee,  Afric,,now,  thy  abfence  we  deplore. 
And  fadly  think  we  ne'er  Inall  fee  thee  more. 
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Say,  in  what  part,  what  climate,  art  thou  loft?  1490 
Where  have  we  left  Cyrene's  happy  froft  ? 
Cold  fkies  we  felt,  and  frofty  winter  there. 
While  more  than  fummer  funs  are  raging  here. 
And  break  the  laws  of  the  well-order'd  year. 
Southward,  beyond  earth's  limits,  are  we  pafs'd,  1495 
And  Rome,  at  length,  beneath  our  feet  is  plac'd. 
Grant  us,  ye  gods,  one  pleafure  ere  we  die. 
Add  to  our  harder  fate  this  only  joy. 
That  Caifar  may  purfue,  and  follow  where  we  fly 

Impatient,  thus  the  foldier  oft  complains,        150® 
And  feems,  by  telling,  to  relieve  his  pains. 
But  moft  the  virtues  of  their  matchlefs  chief 
Infpire  new  ftrength,  to  bear  with  every  grief; 
All  night,  with  careful  thoughts  and  watchful  eyes, 
Qn  the  bare  fands  expos'd  the  hero  lies;  1505 

In  every  place  alike,  in  ei'-ery  hour. 
Dares  his  ill  fortune,  and  defies  her  power. 
Unweary'd  ftill,  his  common  care  attends 
On  every  fate,  and  chears  his  dying  friends  : 
With  ready  hafte  at  each  fad  call  he  flies,  15 10 

And  more  than  health,  or  life  itfelf,  fupplies; 
With  virtue's  nobleft  precepts  arms  their  fouls. 
And  ev'n  their  forrows,  like  his  own,  controls. 
Where-e'er  he  comes,  no  figns  of  grief  are  Ihown 
Grief,  an  unmanly  weaknefs,  they  difown. 
And  fcorn  to  figh,  or  breathe  one  parting  groan. 
Still  urging  on  his  pious  cares,  he  fl:rove 
The  fenfe  of  outward  evils  to  remove ; 
And,  by  his  prefence,  taught  them  to  difdain 
The  feeble  rage  and  impotence  of  pain,  1 520 
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But  now,  lb  many  toils  and  dangers  paft. 
Fortune  grew  kind,  and  brought  relief  at  laft. 
Of  all  who  fcorching  Afric's  fun  endure. 
None  like  the  fwarthy  Pfyllians  are  fecure. 
Skill'd  in  the  lore  of  powerful  herbs  and  charms,  1525 
Them,  nor  the  ferpent's  tooth,  nor  poifon  harms ; 
Nor  do  they  thus  in  arts  alone  excel. 
But  nature  too  their  blood  has  temper'd  well. 
And  taught  with  vital  force  the  venom  to  repel. 
With  healing  gifts,  and  privileges  grac'd,  1530 

Well  in  the  land  of  ferpents  were  they  plac'd  ; 
Truce  with  the  dreadful  tyrant,  death,  they  have. 
And  border  fafely  on  his  realm,  the  grave. 
Such  is  their  confidence  in  true-born  blood. 
That  oft  with  afps  they  prove  their  doubtful  brood; 
When  wanton  wives  their  jealous  rage  inflame,  1536 
The  new-born  infant  clears  or  damns  the  dame ; 
If  fubjeft  to  the  wrathful  ferpent's  wound. 
The  mother's  fhame  is  by  the  danger  found ; 
But  if  unhurt  the  fearlefs  infant  laugh  ;  1540 

The  wife  is  honeft,  and  the  hufband  fafe. 
So  when  Jove's  bird,  on  fome  tall  cedar's  head. 
Has  a  new  race  of  generous  eaglets  bred. 
While  yet  unplum'd,  within  the  neft  they  lie. 
Wary  file  turns  them  to  the  eailern  fky ; 
Then  if,  unequal  to  the  god  of  day,  ^ 

Abalh'd  they  Ihrink,  and  fliun  the  potent  ray,         > 
She  fpurns  them  forth,  and  cafts  them  quite  away  :  j 
But  if  with  daring  eyes  unmov'd  they  gaze, 
¥^ithft:and  the  light,  and  bear  the  golden  blaze  ;  1550 
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Tender  fhe  broods  them  with  a  parent's  love. 
The  future  fervants  of  her  mafter  Jove. 
Nor  fafe  themfelves,  alone,  the  Pfyllians  are. 
But  to  their  guefts  extend  their  friendly  care. 
Firft,  where  the  Roman  camp  is  mark'd,  around    "^ 
Circling  they  pafs,  thenchanting,  charm  the  grounds  > 
And  chace  the  ferpents  with  the  mylHc  found.         j 
Beyond  the  fartheft  tents  rich  fires  they  build. 
That  healthy  medicinal  odours  yield ; 
There  foreign  Galbanum  difTolving  fries,  1560 

And  crackling  flames  from  humble  Wall -wort  rife  ; 
There  Tamariik,  which  no  green  leaf  adorns. 
And  there  the  fpicy  Syrian  Cofnos  burns. 
There  Centory  fupplies  the  wholefome  flame. 
That  from  ThefTalian  Chiron  takes  its  name;      1565 
The  gummy  Larch-tree,  and  the  Thapfos  there. 
Wound-wort  and  Maiden-weed  perfume  the  air. 
There  the  large  branches  of  the  long-liv'd  hart. 
With  Southern-wood,  their  odours  ftrong  impart. 
The  monfters  of  the  land,  the  f>irpents  fell,         1570 
Fly  far  away,  and  fliun  the  hoflile  fmell. 
Securely  thus  they  pafs  the  nights  away  ;  J 

And  if  they  chance  to  meet  a  wound  by  day,  > 

The  Pfyllian  artills  ftraight  their  fkill  difplay.  3 

Then   ftrives    the    Leach   the  power  of  charms   to 
fhow,  1575 

And  bravely  combats  with  the  deadly  foe  : 
With  fpittle  firft,  he  marks  the  part  around. 
And  keeps  the  poifon  prifoner  in  the  wound  ; 
Then  fudden  he  begins  the  magic  fong, 
And  rolls  the  numbers  hafty  o'er  his  tongue ;      1 5  So 
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Swift  he  runs  on ;  nor  paufes  once  for  breath. 

To  flop  the  progrefs  of  approaching  death  : 

He  fears  the  cure  might  fufFer  by  delay. 

And  life  be  loft  but  for  a  moment's  ftay. 

Thus  oft,  though  deep  within  the  veins  it  lies,    1585 

By  magic  numbers  chac'd,  the  mifchief  flies : 

But  if  it  hear  too  flow,  if  ftill  it  fl:ay. 

And  fcorn  the  potent  charmer  to  obey  ; 

With  forceful  lips  he  fallens  on  the  wound. 

Drains  out,  and  fpits  the  venom  to  the  ground.  1590 

Thus,  by  long  ufe  and  oft  experience  taught. 

He  knows  from  whence  his  hurt  the  patient  got ; 

He  proves  the  part  through  which  the  poifon  pail. 

And  knows  each  various  ferpent  by  the  tafte. 

The  warriors  thus  reliev'd,  amidft  their  pains,  1595 
Hald  on  their  paflage  through  the  defert  plains  : 
And  now  the  filver  emprcfs  of  the  night 
Had  loft,  and  twice  regain'd,  her  borrow'd  light. 
While  Cato,  wandering  o'er  the  wafteful  field. 
Patient  in  all  his  labours,  flie  beheld.  1600 

At  length  condens'd  in  clods  the  fands  appear^i 
And  fliiew  a  better  foil  and  country  near : 
Now  from  afar  thin  tufts  of  trees  arife. 
And  fcattering  cottages  delight  their  eyes. 
But  when  tlie  foldier  once  beheld  again  1605 

The  raging  lion  fliake  his  horrid  mane. 
What  hopes  of  better  lands  his  foul  pofleft  ! 
What  joys  he  felt,  to  view  the  dreadful  beaft  ! 
Leptis  at  laft  they  reach'd,  that  neareft  lay. 
There  free  from  ftorms,  and  the  fun's  parching  ray 
At  eafe  they  pafs'd  the  vvintery  year  away. 
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When  fated  with  the  joys  which  flaughters  yield> 
Retiring  Caefar  left  Emathia's  field ; 
His  other  cares  laid  by,  he  fought  alone 
To  trace  the  footfteps  of  his  flying  fon.  1615 

Led  by  the  guidance  of  reporting  fame, 
Firil  to  the  Thracian  Hellefpont  he  came. 
Here  young  Leander  perifti'd  in  the  flood. 
And  here  the  tower  of  mournful  Hero  fl:ood  : 
Here,  with  a  narrow  ftream,  the  flowing  tide,    1620 
Europe,  from  wealthy  Afia,  does  divide. 
From  hence  the  curious  vi6lor  paffing  o'er. 
Admiring  fought  the  fam'd  Sigsan  fnore. 
There  might  he  tombs  of  Grecian  chiefs  behold, 
Renown'd  in  facred  verfe  by  bards  of  old.  1625 

There  the  long  ruins  of  the  walls  appear'd. 
Once  by  great  Neptune,  and  Apollo,  rear'd  : 
There  Hood  old  Troy,  a  venerable  name  ; 
For  ever  confecrate  to  deathlefs  fame. 
Now  blafted  mofly  trunks  with  branches  fjar,     1630 
Brambles  and  weeds,  a  loathfome  foreft  rear  ; 
Where  once,  in  palaces  of  regal  ftate. 
Old  Priam,  and  the  Trojan  princes,  fat. 
Where  temples  once,  on  lofty  columns  born, 
Majeftic  did  the  wealthy  town  adorn,  1635 

All  rude,  all  wafte  and  defolate  is  lay'd. 
And  even,  the  ruin'd  ruins  are  decay 'd. 
Here  Caefar  did  eacli  ftory'd  place  furvey. 
Here  faw  the  rock,  where,  Neptune  to  obey, 
Hefione  was  bound  the  monfter's  prey. 
Here,  in  the  covert  of  a  fecret  grove. 
The  blell  Anchifes  clafp'd  the  queen  of  love  : 
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Here  fair  Oenone  play'd,  here  flood  the  cave 

Where  Paris  once  the  fatal  judgment  gave; 

Here  lovely  Ganymede  to  heaven  was  born,        1 645 

Each  rock,  and  every  tree,  recording  tales  adorn. 

Here  all  that  does  of  Xanthus'  ftream  remain. 

Creeps  a  fmall  brook  along  the  dufty  plain. 

Whilft  carelefs  and  fecurely  on  they  pafs. 

The  Phrygian  guide  forbids  to  prefs  the  grafs;  1650 

This  place,  he  faid,  for  ever  facred  keep. 

For  here  the  facred  bones  of  He£tor  fleep. 

Then  v/arns  him  to  obferve,  where,  rudely  call. 

Disjointed  Hones  lay  broken  and  defac'd  : 

Here  his  lall  fate,  he  cries,  did  Priam  prove  ;    1655 

Here,  on  this  altar  of  Hercaean  Jove. 

O  poefy  divine  !   O  facred  fong  ! 
To  thee,  bright  fame  and  length  of  days  belong ; 
Thou,  goddefs  1  thou  eternity  canll:  give. 
And  bid  fecure  the  mortal  hero  live.  1660 

Nor,  Casfar,  thou  difdain,  that  I  rehearfe 
Thee,  and  thy  wars,  in  no  ignoble  verfe  ; 
Since,  if  in  aught  the  Latian  Mufe  excel , 
My  name,  and  thine,  immortal  I  foretel ; 
Eternity  our  labours  ihall  reward,  1665 

And  Lucan  flourifh,  like  the  Grecian  bard ; 
My  numbers  fliall  to  latefl:  times  convey 
The  tyrant  Ca^far,  and  Pharfalia's  day. 

When  long  the  chief  his  wondering  eyes  had  call 
On  ancient  monuments  of  ages  part  ;  1670 

Of  living  turf  an  altar  llraight  he  made. 
Then  on  the  fire  rich  gums  and  incenfe  laid. 
And  thus,  fucccfsful  in  his  vows,  he  pray'd. 
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Ye  ftiades  divine  !  who  keep  this  facred  place. 

And  thou,  -^neas !  author  of  my  race,  1675 

Ye  powers,  whoever  from  burning  Troy  did  come, 

Domeftic  gods  of  Alba,  and  of  Rome, 

Who  Hill  preferve  your  ruin'd  country's  name. 

And  on  your  altars  guard  the  Phrygian  flame  : 

And  thou,  bright  maid,  who  art  to  men  deny'd  ; 

Pallas,  who  doll  thy  facred  privilege  confide 

To  Rome,  and  in  her  inmoft  temple  hide  ; 

Hear,  and  aufpicious  to  my  vows  incline. 

To  me,  the  greateft  of  the  Julian  line  : 

Profper  my  future  ways ;  and  lo  !  I  vow  1685 

Your  ancient  ftate  and  honours  to  beftow ; 

Aufonian  hands  fliall  Phrygian  walls  reftore. 

And  Rome  repay,  what  Troy  conferr'd  before. 

He  faid;  and  hafted  to  his  fleet  away. 

Swift  to  repair  the  lofs  of  this  delay.  1690 

Up  fprung  the  wind,  and  with  a  frefliening  gale. 

The  kind  north-weft  fiU'd  every  fwelling  fail ; 

Light  o'er  the  foamy  waves  the  navy  flew. 

Till  Afia's  fliores  and  Rhodes  no  more  they  view. 

Six  times  the  night  her  fable  round  had  made. 

The  feventh  now  pafling  on,  the  chief  furvey'd 

High  Pharos  fliining  through  the  gloomy  fliade 

The  coaft  defcry'd,  he  waits  the  rifmg  day. 

Then  fafely  to  the  port  direi^s  his  way. 

There  wide  with  crouds  o'erlpread  he  fees  the  ftiore,. 

And  echoing  hears  the  loud  tumultuous  roar, 

Dillruflful  of  his  fate,  he  gives  command 

To  Hand  aloof,  nor  truft  the  doubted  land ; 
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When  lo  !  a  meiTenger  appears,  to  bring 
A  fatal  pledge  of  peace  from  Egypt's  king  :      1705 
Hid  in  a  veil,  and  clofely  cover'd  o'er, 
Pompey's  pale  vifage  in  his  hand  he  bore. 
An  impious  orator  the  tyrant  fends. 
Who   thus,  with  fitting  words,  the   monftrous   gift 
commends. 
Hail !   firft  and  greateft  of  the  Roman  name;  17 10 
In  power  moft  mighty,  moll  renown'd  in  fame  : 
Hail  1  rightly  now,  the  world's  unrival'd  lord ! 
That  benefit  thy  Pharian  friends  afford. 
My  king  bellows  the  prize  thy  arms  have  fought. 
For  which  Pharfalia's  field  in  vain  was  fought.    1 7 1 5 
No  tafk  remains  for  future  labours  now ; 
The  civil  wars  are  linifh'd  at  a  blow. 
To  heal  ThelTalia's  ruins,  Pompey  fled 
To  us  for  fuccour,  and  by  us  lies  deadi 
Thee,  Caefar,  with  this  coilly  pledge  we  buy,    1720 
Thee  to  our  friendfhip,  with  this  viftim,  tie. 
-Egypt's  proud  fceptre  freely  then  receive, 
Wli^te'er  the  fertile  flowing  Nile  can  give : 
Accept  the  treafures  which  this  deed  has  fpar'd  ; 
Accept  the  benefit,  without  reward.  1725 

Deign,  Cxfar  !  deign  to  think  my  royal  lord 
Worthy  the  aid  of  thy  vidlorious  fword  : 
In  the  firft  rank  of  greatnefs  fliall  he  Hand; 
He,  who  could  Pompey's  deftiny  command. 
Nor  frown  difdainful  on  the  profi^sr'd  fpoil,  ^73^ 

Becaufe  not  dearly  bought  with  blood  and  toil : 
But  think,  oh  think,  what  facred  ties  were  broke. 
How  friendfliip  pleaded,  and  how  nature  fpoke  : 
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That  Pompey,  who  reflor'd  Auletes'  crown,       1734 
The  father's  ancient  gueft  was  murder 'd  by  the  fon. 
Then  judge  thyfelf,  or  alk  the  world  and  fame. 
If  fervices  like  thefe  deferve  a  name. 
If  gods  and  men  the  daring  deed  abhor. 
Think,  for  that  reafon,  Cscfar  owes  the  more  ; 
This  blood/or  ihecy  though  not  hy  thee,  was  fpilt ;    1 740 
Thou  haft  the  benefit,  and  we  the  guilt. 

He  faid,  and  ftraight  the  horrid  gift  unveil'd. 
And  ftedfaft  to  the  gazing  vidor  held. 
Chang'd  was  the  face,  deform'd  with  death   all 

o'er. 
Pale,  ghaftly,  wan,  and  ftain'd  with  clotted  gore. 
Unlike  the  Pompey  Ca^far  knew  before. 
He,  nor  at  firft  difdain'd  the  fatal  boon. 
Nor  ftarted  from  the  dreadful  fight  too  foon. 
Awhile  his  eyes  the  murderous  fcene  endure. 
Doubting  they  view;  but  fliun  it,  when  fecure.  1750 
At  length  he  flood  convinc'd,  the  deed  was  done ; 
He  faw  't  was  fafe  to  mourn  his  lifelefs  fon  : 
And  ftraight  the  ready  tears,  that  ftaid  till  now. 
Swift  at  command  with  pious  femblance  flow  : 
As  if  detefling,  from  the  flght  he  turns,  1755 

And  groaning,  with  a  heart  triumphant  mourns. 
He  fears  his  impious  thought  Ihould  be  defcry'd. 
And  feeks  in  tears  the  fwelling  joy  to  hide. 
Thus  the  curft  Pharian  tyrant's  hopes  were  croft. 
Thus  all  the  merit  of  his  gift  was  loft  ;  1760 

Thus  for  the  murder  Cajfar's  thanks  were  fpar'd; 
He  chofe  to  mourn  it,  rather  than  reward. 
VOL.  XXIX.  A  a 
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He  who,  relentlefs,  through  Pharfalia  rode,. 
And  on.  the  fenate's  mangled  fathers  trode; 
He  who,  without  one  pitying  figh,  beheld  1765 

The  blood  and  (laughter  of  that  woeful  field ; 
Thee,  murder'd  Pompey,  could  not  ruthlefs  fee. 
But  pay'd  the  tribute  of  his  grief  to  tliee. 
ph  myftery  of  fortune,  and  of  fate  ! 
Oil  ill-conforted  piety  and  hate  !  ^77^^ 

And  canft  thou,  C^efar,  then  thy  tears  afford 
To  the  dire  objedl  of  thy  vengeful  fword  ? 
Didll:  thou,  for  this,  devote  his  hollile  head, 
Purfue  him  living,  to  bewail  him  dead  ? 
Could  not  the  gentle  ties  of  kindred  move?         I775> 
Wert  thou  not  touch 'd  with  thy  fad  Julia's  love  ? 
And  weep'ft  thou  now  ?  doft  thouthefe  tears  provide 
To  win  the  friends  of  Pompey  to  thy  fide  ? 
Perhaps,  with  fecret  rage  thou  doft  repine. 
That  he  fhould  die  by  any  hand  but  thine :  178a 

Thence  fall  thy  tears,  that  Ptolemy  has  done 
A  murder,  due  to  Czefar's  hand  alone. 
What  fecret  fprings  foe'er  thefe  currents  know. 
They  ne'er,  by  piety,,  were  taught  to  flow. 
Or  didft  thou  kindly,  like  a  careful  friend,  1785 

Purfue  him  flying,  only  to  defend  ? 
Well  was  his  fate  deny'd  to  thy  command  ! 
Well  was  he  fnatch'd  by  fortune  from  thy  hand  ! 
Fortune  withheld  tliis  glory  from  thy  name. 
Forbad  thy  power  to  fave,  audfpar'dthe  Roman  fliame. 
Still  he  goes  on  to  vent  his  griefs  aloud,  1791^ 

And  artful,  thus,  deceives  the  eafy  croud. 
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Hence  from  my  fight,  nor  let  me  fee  thee  more ; 
Hafte,  to  thy  king  his  fatal  gift  reftore. 
At  Caefar  have  you  aim'd  the  deadly  blow,         1795 
And  wounded  Casfar  worfe  than  Pompey  now  ; 
The  cruel  hands  by  which  this  deed  was  done. 
Have  torn  away  the  wreaths  my  fword  had  won. 
That  nobleft  prize  this  civil  war  could  give. 
The.  vigor's  right  to  bid  the  vanquifh'd  live.       1 8co 
Then  tell  your  king,  his  gift  Ihall  be  repay 'd;       '^ 
I  would  have  fent  him  Cleopatra's  head;  J> 

But  that  he  wilhes  to  behold  her  dead.  J 

How  has  he  dar'd,  this  Egypt's  petty  lord. 
To  join  his  murders  to  the  Roman  fword?  1805 

Did  I,  for  this,  in  heat  of  war,  diflain 
With  nobleft  blood  Emathia's  purple  plain. 
To  licenfe  Ptolemy's  pernicious  reign  ? 
Did  I  with  Pompey  fcorn  the  world  to  fhare  ? 
And  can  I  an  Egyptian  partner  bear  ?  1 8 10 

In  vain  the  warlike  trumpet's  dreadful  found 
Has  rous'd  the  univerfe  to  arms  around ; 
Vain  was  the  fhock  of  nations,  if  they  own. 
Now,  any  power  on  earth  but  mine  alone. 
If  hither  to  your  impious  Ihores  I  came,  I S 1 5 

^T  was  to  alTert  at  once  my  power  and  fame ; 
Left  the  pale  fury  Envy  fhould  have  faid. 
Your  crimes  I  damn'd  not,  or  your  arms  I  fled. 
Nor  think  to  fawn  before  me  and  deceive ; 
I  know  the  welcome  you  prepare  to  give.  1820 

ThefTalia's  field  preferves  me  from  your  hate. 
And  guards  the  victor's  head  from  Pompey's  fate. 
A  a  ;2 


1 


} 


3s5  R  O  W  E's    P  O  E  M  S^. 

What  ruin,  Gods !  attended  on  my  arms. 
What  dangers  unforefeen !  what  waiting  harms ! 
Pompey,  and  Rome,  and  exile,  were  my  fear ; 
See  yet  a  fourth,  fee  Ptolemy  appear ! 
The  boy-king's  vengeance  loiters  in  the  rear. 
But  we  forgive  his  youth,  and  bid  him  know 
Pardon  and  life  's  the  moft  we  can  bellow. 
For  you,  the  meaner  herd,  with  rites  divine,      1830 
And  pious  cares,  the  warrior's  head  infhrine  ; 
Atone  with  penitence  the  injur 'd  fhadc. 
And  let  his  alhes  in  their  urn  be  laid  ; 
Pleas'd,  let  his  ghoft  lamenting  Caefar  know,     1834 
And  feel  my  prefence  here,  ev'n  in  the  realms  below. 
Oh,  what  a  day  of  joy  was  loft  to  Rome, 
When  haplefs  Pompey  did  to  -^gypt  come  ! 
When,  to  a  father  and  a  friend  unjuft. 
He  rather  chofe  the  Pharian  boy  to  truft. 
The  wretched  world  that  lofs  of  peace  (hall  rue,  1840 
Of  peace,  which  from  our  friendihip  might  enfue  : 
But  thus  the  gods  their  hard  decrees  have  made ; 
In  vain,  for  peace,  and  for  repofe,  I  pray'd  ; 
In  vain  implor'd,  that  wars  and  rage  might  end 
That,  fuppliant-like,  I  might  to  Pompey  b^nd 
Beg  him  to  live,  and  once  more  be  my  friend. 
Then  had  my  labours  met  their  juft  reward. 
And,  Pompey,  thou  in  all  my  glories  fhar'd  ; 
Then,  jars  and  enmities  all  part  and  gone. 
In  pleafure  had  the  peaceful  years  roll'd  on;       iS^o 
All  fhould  forgive,  to  make  the  joy  complete; 
Thou  ftiouldft  thy  harder  fate,  and  Rome  my  wsrs 
forget. 
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Fafl:  falling  ilill  the  tears,  thus  fpoke  the  chief. 
But  found  no  partner  in  the  fpecious  grief. 
Oh  !  glorious  liberty  !  when  all  Ihall  dare  1855 

A  face,  unlike  their  mighty  lord,  to  wear  1 
Each  in  his  breaft  the  rifmg  forrow  kept. 
And  thought  it  fafe  to  laugh,  though  Caefar  wept. 
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THE    ARGUMENT. 

Csefar,  upon  his  arrival  in  ^gypt,  finds  Ptolemy  engaged  In  a 
quarrel  with  his  fifter  Cleopatra  ;  whom,  at  the  inftigation  of 
Photinus,  and  his  other  evil  counfellors,  he  had  deprived  of 
her  fhare  in  the  kingdom,  and  imprifoned :  fhc  finds  means  to 
efcape,  comes  privately  to  Caef^ir,  and  puts  herfelf  under  his 
protedtion.  Casfar  interpofes  in  the  quarrel,  and  reconciles 
them.  They  in  return  entertain  him  with  great  magnificence 
and  luxury  at  the  Royal  Palace  in  Alexandria.  At  this  feaft 
Caefar,  who  at  his  firft  arrival  had  vifited  the  tomb  of  Alex- 
ander the  Great,  and  whatever  elfe  was  curious  in  that  city, 
enquires  of  the  chief  prielt  Achoreus,  and  is  by  him  informed 
of  the  courfe  of  the  Nile,  its  ilated  increafe  and  decreafe,  with 
the  feveral  caufes  that  had  been  till  that  time  affigned  for  it. 
In  the  mean  time  Photinus  writes  privately  to  Achillas,  to 
<lraw  the  army  to  Alexandria,  and  furprife  Caefar ;  this  he  im- 
mediately performs,  and  befieges  the  palace.  But  Caefar,  hav- 
ing fet  the  city  and  many  of  the  Egyptian  fliips  on  fire, 
cfcapes  to  the  ifland  and  tower  of  Pharos,  carrying  the  young 
king  and  Photinus,  whom  he  ftill  kept  in  his  power,  with 
him;  there  having  difcovered  the  treachery  of  Photinus,  he 
puts  him  to  death.  At  the  fame  time  Arfinoe,  Ptolemy's 
younger  fifler,  having  by  the  advice  of  her  tutor,  the  eunuch 
Ganymedes,  affumed  the  regal  authority,  orders  Achillas  to  be 
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killed  likewlfe,  and  renews  the  war  againft  Caefar.  Upon  the 
mole  between  Pharos  and  Alexandria  he  is  encompafled  by  the 
enemy,  and  very  near  being  flain,  but  at  length  breaks  through, 
leaps  into  the  fea,  and  with  his  ufual  courage  and  good  fortune 
fwims  in  fafety  to  his  ov/n  fleet. 


qoon  as  the  vidor  reach'd  the  giiilty  fhore. 

Yet  red  with  ftains  of  murder'd  Pompey's  gorcj 
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New  toils  his  ftill  prevailing  fortune  met. 
By  impious  .'Egypt's  genius  hard  befet. 
.The  itrife  was  now,  if  this  detefted  land 
Should  own  imperial  Rome's  fupreme  command; 
■Or  Caefar  bleed  beneath  fome  Pharian  hand. 
But  thou,  oh  Pompey  !  thy  diviner  fhade. 
Came  timely  to  this  cruel  father's  aid ; 
Thy  influence  the  deadly  fword  withllood,  10 

Nor  fufFer'd  Nile,  again,  to  blufli  with  Roman  blood. 
Safe  in  the  pledge  of  Pompey,  flain  fo  late. 
Proud  Ca:far  enters  Alexandria's  gate  : 
Enfigns  on  high  the  long  proceflion  lead  ; 
The  warrior  and  his  armed  train  fucceed.  15 

Meanwhile,  loud-murmuring,  the  moody  throng 
Behold  his  Fafces  borne  in  fl:ate  along ; 
Of  innovations  fiercely  they  complain. 
And  fcornfully  rejed  the  Roman  reign. 
Soon  faw  the  chief  th'  untoward  bent  they  take,     20 
And  found  that  Pompey  fell  not  for  his  fake. 
Wifely,  howe'er,  he  did  his  fecret  fear. 
And  held  his  way  with  well-diflTembled  chear. 
Carelefs,  he  runs  their  gods  and  temples  o'er. 
The  monuments  of  Macedonian  power ;  25 

A  a  4 


360  R  O  W  E's     P  O  E  M  S. 

But  neither  god,  nor  flirine,  nor  myftic  rite. 
Their  city,  nor  her  walls,  his  foul  delight  : 
Their  caves  beneath  his  fancy  chiefly  led. 
To  fearch  the  gloomy  manfions  of  the  dead  : 
Thither  with  fecret  pleafure  he  defcends,  30 

And  to  the  guide's  recording  tale  attends. 

There  the  vain  youth  who  made  the  world  his  prize. 
That  profperous  robber,  Alexander,  lies. 
When  pitying  death,  at  length,  had  freed  mankind. 
To  facred  reil  his  bones  were  here  confign'd:  35 

His  bones,  that  better  had  been  tofs'd  and  hurPd, 
With  jull:  contempt,  around  the  injur 'd  world. 
But  Fortune  fpar'd  the  dead;  and  partial  Fate, 
For  ages,  fix'd  his  Pharian  empire's  date. 
If  e'er  our  long-loft  liberty  return,  40 

That  carcafe  is  referv'd  for  public  fcorn  : 
Now,  if  remains  a  monument  confeft. 
How  one  proud  man  could  lord  it  o'er  the  reft. 
To  Macedon,  a  corner  of  the  earth. 
The  vaft  ambitious  fpoiler  ow'd  his  birth  :  45 

There,  foon,  he  fcorn'd  his  father's  humbler  reign. 
And  vievv'd  his  vanquifh'd  Athens  with  difdain. 
Driv'n  headlong  on,  by  Fate's  refiftlefs  force. 
Through  Afia's  realms  he  took  his  dreadful  courfe  : 
His  ruthlefs  fvvord  laid  Human  Nature  wafte,  50 

And  defolation  follow'd  where  he  pafs'd. 
Red  Ganges  blufti'd,  and  fam'd  Euphrates'  flood. 
With  Perfian  this,  and  that  with  Indian  blood. 
Such  is  the  bolt  which  angry  Jove  employs. 
When,  undiftinguiftiing,  his  wrath  dcftroys :  55 
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Such  to  mankind,  portentous  meteors  rife. 

Trouble  the  gazing  earth,  and  blaft  the  fkies. 

Nor  flame,  nor  flood,  his  reftlefs  rage  withfland. 

Nor  Syrts  unfaithful,  nor  the  Libyan  fand : 

O'er  waves  unknown  he  meditates  his  way,  60 

And  fceks  the  boundlefs  empire  of  the  fea ; 

Ev'n  to  the  utmofl:  wefl:  he  would  have  gone. 

Where  Tethys'  lap  receives  the  fetting  fun; 

Around  each  pole  his  circuit  would  have  made 

And  drunk  from  fecret  Nile's  remoteft  head. 

When  nature's  hand  his  wild  ambition  ftay'd. 

With  him,  that  power  his  pride  had  lov'd  fo  well. 

His  monftrous  univerfal  empire,  fell :  68 

No  heir,  no  jufl:  fucceflbr  left  behind. 

Eternal  wars  he  to  his  friends  aflign'd, 

To  tear  the  world,  and  fcramble  for  manl 

Yet  flill  he  dy'd  the  mailer  of  his  fame. 

And  Parthia  to  the  lafl:  rever'd  his  name  : 

The  haughty  Eaft  from  Greece  receiv'd  her  doom. 

With  lower  homage  than  fhe  pays  to  Rome.  75 

Though  from  the  frozen  pole  our  empire  run. 

Far  as  the  journeys  of  the  fouthern  fun  ; 

In  triumph  though  our  conquering  eagles  fly, 

Where-e'er  foft  Zephyrs  fan  the  wcltern  f^y ; 

Still  to  the  haughty  Parthian  mufl:  we  yield,  80 

And  mourn  the  lofs  of  Carrae's  dreadful  field  : 

Still  fliall  the  race  untam'd  their  pride  avow. 

And  lift  thofe  heads  aloft  which  Pella  taught  to  bow. 

From  Cafmm  now  the  beardlefs  monarch  came. 
To  quench  the  kindling  Alexandrian's  flame.         S^ 
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Th'  unwarlike  rabble  foon  the  tumult  ceafe. 

And  he,  their  king,  remains  the  pledge  of  peace  : 

When,  veird  in  fecrecy,  and  dark  difguife. 

To  mighty  Csfar  Cleopatra  flies. 

Won  by  perfuafive  gold,  and  rich  reward. 

Her  keeper's  hand  her  prifon-gates  unbarr'd. 

And  a  light  galley  for  her  flight  prepar'd. 

Oh,  fatal  form  !  thy  native  -^gypt  fliame  1 

Thou  lewd  perdition  of  the  Latian  name  ! 

How  wert  thou  doom'd  our  furies  to  increafe,         95 

And  be  what  Helen  was  to  Troy  and  Greece ! 

When  with  an  hoil:,  from  vile  Canopus  led. 

Thy  vengeance  aim'd  at  great  Auguftus'  head; 

When  thy  flirill  timbrel's  found  was  heard  from  far. 

And  Rome  herfelf  fliook  at  the  coming  war  ;         lOO 

When  doubtful  fortune,  near  Leucadia's  ftrand, 

Sufpended  long  the  world's  fupreme  command. 

And  almoft  gave  it  to  a  woman's  hand. 

Such  daring  courage  fwells  her  wanton  heart. 

While  Roman  lovers  Roman  fires  impart  :  105 

Glowing  alike  with  greatncfs  and  delight. 

She  rofe  fl:ill  bolder  from  each  guilty  night. 

Then  blame  me,  haplefs  Anthony,  no  more. 

Loft  and  undone  by  fatal  beauty's  power  ; 

If  Ca^far,  long  inur'd  to  rage  and  arms,  1 10 

Submits  his  ftubborn  heart  to  thofc  foft  charms ; 

If,  reeking  from  Emathia's  dreadful  plain. 

And  horrid  with  the  blood  of  thoufands  flain. 

He  fmks  lafcivious  in  a  lewd  embrace. 

While  Pompey's  ghaftly  fpctflrc  haunts  the  place :  1 15 
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If  Julia's  chafteft  name  he  can  forget. 

And  raife  her,  brethren  of  a  baihird  fet; 

If  indolently  he  permits,  from  far. 

Bold  Cato  to  revive  the  fainting  war ; 

If  he  can  give  away  the  fruits  of  blood,  120 

And  fight  to  make  a  ilrumpet's  title  good. 

To  him  difdaining,  or  to  feign  a  tear. 
Or  fpread  her  artfully  diflievell'd  hair. 
In  comely  forrow's  decent  garb  array'd. 
And  trufting  to  her  beauty's  certain  aid. 
In  words  like  thefe  began  the  Pharian  maid  : 

If  loyal  birth  and  the  Lagasan  name, 
Thy  favouring  pity,  greateft  Casfar,  claim, 
Redrefs  my  wrongs,  thus  humbly  I  implore. 
And  to  her  flate  an  injur'd  queen  reilore.  130 

Here  fhed  thy  juiler  influence,  and  rife 
A  flar  aufpicious  to  Egyptian  fkies. 
Nor  is  it  llrange  for  Pharos  to  behold 
A  woman's  temples  bound  with  regal  gold  : 
No  laws  our  fofter  fex's  powers  rellrain,  135 

But  undillinguifli'd  equally  we  reign. 
Vouchfafe  my  royal  father's  will  to  read. 
And  learn  what  dying  Ptolemy  decreed  : 
My  juftpretcnfions  Hand  recorded  there. 
My  brother's  empire  and  his  bed  to  {hare.  140 

Nor  would  the  gentle  boy  his  love  refufe. 
Did  curs'd  Photinus  leave  him  free  to  choofe  ; 
But  now  in  vafTalage  he  holds  his  crown. 
And  adls  by  power  and  pafTions  not  his  own. 
Nor  is  my  foul  on  empire  fondly  fet,  145 

But  could  with  eafs  my  royal  riglits  forget ; 


304  R  O  W  E's     P  O  E  M  S. 

So  thou  the  throne  from  vile  diihonour  fave, 

Reilore  the  mailer,  and  depofe  the  Have. 

What  fcorn,  what  pride,  his  haughty  bofom  fwell. 

Since,  at  his  bidding,  Roman  Pompey  fell!  150 

(Ev'nnovv,  which  oh!  ye  righteous  gods  avert. 

His  fword  is  levell'd  at  thy  noble  heart) 

Thou  and  mankind  are  wrong 'd>  when  he  fhall  dare. 

Or  in  thy  prize,  cr  in  thy  crime  to  Ihare. 

In  vain  her  words  the  warrior's  ears  aflail'd,     155 
Had  not  her  face  beyond  her  tongue  prevail'd ; 
From  thence  refiftlefs  eloquence  fhe  draws. 
And  with  the  fvveet  perfuafion  gains  her  caufe. 
His  flubborn  heart  difTolves  in  loofe  delight. 
And  grants  her  fuit,  for  one  lafcivious  night.        160 
/Egypt  and  Caifar,  now,  in  peace  agreed. 
Riot  and  feafting  to  the  war  fucceed  : 
The  wanton  queen  difplays  her  wealthy  flora, 
Excefs  unknown  to  frugal  Rome  before. 
Rich,  as  fome  fane  by  laviih  zealots  rear'd,  165 

For  the  proud  banquet.  Hood  the  hall  preparM  : 
Thick  golden  plates  the  latent  beams  infold. 
And  the  high  roof  was  fretted  o'er  with  gold  : 
Of  folid  marble  all,  the  walls  were  made. 
And  onyx  ev'n  the  meaner  floor  inlay'd  ;  1 70 

While  porphyry  and  agat,  round  the  court. 
In  maffy  columns,  rofe  a  proud  fupport. 
Of  folid  ebony  each  poll  was  wrought. 
From  fwarthy  Meroe  profufely  brought : 
With  ivory  was  the  entrance  crufted  o'er,  175 

And  polifli'd  tortoife  hid  each  fhining  door ; 
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While  on  the  cloudy  fpots  enchas'd  was  {eeii 
The  lively  emerald's  never-fading  green. 
Within,  the  royal  beds  and  couches  ihone. 
Beamy  and  bright  with  many  a  coftly  ftone.  i  go 

In  glowing  purple  rich  the  coverings  lie ; 
Twice  had  they  drunk  the  nobleil:  Tyrian  dye  ; 
Others,  as  Pharian  artifts  have  the  ikill 
To  mix  the  party-colour'vT  web  at  will. 
With  winding  trails  of  various  filks  were  made,    185 
Where  branching  gold  fet  off  the  rich  brocade. 
Around,  of  every  age,  and  choicer  form. 
Huge  crouds,  whole  nations  of  attendants  fvvarm: 
Some  wait  in  yellow  rings  of  golden  hair. 
The  vanquilh'd  Rhine  {hew'd  Ca:far none  fo  fair :   igo 
Others  were  feen  with  fwarthy  woolly  heads. 
Black  as  eternal  night's  unchanging  fhades. 
Here  fquealing  eunuchs,  a  difmembcr'd  train. 
Lament  the  lofs  of  genial  joys  in  vain : 
There  nature's  noblert  work,  a  youthful  band,     195 
In  the  full  pride  of  blooming  manhood  Hand. 
All  duteous  on  the  Pharian  princes  wait. 
The  princes  round  the  board  recline  in  flate. 
With  mighty  Caefar,  more  than  princes  great. 
On  ivory  feet  the  citron  board  was  wrought,        200 
Richer  than  thofe  with  captive  Juba  brought. 
With  every  wile  ambitious  beauty  tries 
To  fix  the  daring  Roman's  heart  her  prize. 
Her  brother's  meaner  bed  and  crown  ihe  fcoms. 
And  with  fierce  hopes  for  nobler  empire  burns ;    205 
Coile6l3  the  mifchiefs  of  her  wanton  eyes, 
.  And  her  faint  cheeks  with  deeper  rofes  dyes ; 
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Amidft  the  braidings  of  her  flowing  hair. 

The  fpoils  of  orient  rocks  and  fhells  appear ; 

Like  midnight  liars,  ten  thoufand  diamonds  deck  210 

The  comely  rifing  of  her  graceful  neck  : 

Of  wondrous  work,  a  thin  tranfparent  lawn 

O'er  each  foft  breall  in  decency  was  drawn ; 

Where  ftill  by  turns  the  parting  threads  withdrew. 

And  all  the  panting  bofom  rofe  to  view.  215 

Her  robe,  her  every  part,  her  air,  confefs 

The  power  of  female  fkill  exhaufled  in  her  drefs. 

Fantailic  madnefs  of  unthinking  pride. 

To  boaft  that  wealth,  which  prudence  flrives  to  hide  I 

In  Civil  Wars  fuch  treafures  to  difplay,  220 

And  tempt  a  foldier  with  the  hopes  of  prey ! 

^ad  Ca^far  not  been  Caefar,  impious,  bold. 

And  ready  to  lay  wafte  the  world  for  gold* 

But  juil  as  all  our  frugal  names  of  old  ; 

This  wealth  could  Curius  or  Fabricius  know,        225 

Or  ruder  Cincinnatus  from  the  plow. 

As  Caefar,  they  had  feiz'd  the  mighty  fpoil. 

And  to  inrich  their  Tiber  robb'd  the  Nile. 

Now,  by  a  train  of  flaves,  the  various  feafl 

In  mafly  gold  magnificent  was  plac'd  :  230 

Whatever  earth,  or  air,  or  fcas  afford. 

In  vaft  profufion  crowns  the  labouring  board. 

For  dainties,  ^gypt  every  land  explores. 

Nor  fpares  thofe  very  gods  her  zeal  adores. 

The  Nile"s  fweet  wave  capacious  cryftals  pour,    235 

And  gems  of  price  the  grapes  delicious  ftore ; 

No  growth  of  Mareotis*  marlhy  fields, 

liut  fuch  as  Meroe  maturer  yields ; 
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Where  the  warm  fun  the  racy  juice  refines. 
And  mellows  into  age  the  infant  wines.  240 

With  wreaths  of  Nard  the  guefts  their  temples  bind. 
And  blooming  rofes  of  immortal  kind  ; 
Their  dropping  locks  with  oily  odours  flow. 
Recent  from  near  Arabia,  where  tliey  grow  : 
The  vigorous  fpices  breathe  their  llrong  perfume,  245 
And  the  rich  vapour  fills  the  fpacious  room. 
Here  C^far  Pompey's  poverty  difdain'd. 
And  learn'd  to  waile  that  world  his  arms  had  gain'd. 
He  faw  th'  Egyptian  wealth  with  greedy  eyes. 
And  vvifh'd  fome  fair  pretence  to  feize  the  prize.  250 
Sated  at  length  with  the  prodigious  feaft. 
Their  weary  appetites  from  riot  ceasM  ; 
When  Caefar,  curious  of  fome  new  delight. 
In  converfation  fought  to  wear  the  night  : 
Then  gently  thus  addreft  the  good  old  prieft,       25^ 
Reclining  decent  in  his  linen  veil. 
O  wife  Achoreus !  venerable  feer  ! 
Whofe  age  befpeaks  thee  heaven's  peculiar  care. 
Say  from  what  origin  thy  nation  fprung. 
What  boundaries  to  Egypt's  land  belong  ?  260 

What  are  thy  people's  cuiloms,  and  their  modes. 
What  rites  they  teach,  what  forms  they  give  their  gods  ^ 
Each  ancient  facred  myllery  explain. 
Which  monumental  fculptures  yet  retain. 
Divinity  difdains  to  be  confin'd,  265; 

Fain  would  be  known,  and  reverenc'd  by  mankind. 
'T  is  faid,  thy  holy  predeceflx)rs  thought 
Gecropian  Plato  worthy  to  be  taught : 
And  fure  the  fages  of  your  fchools  have  known 
N«  foul  more  form'd  for  fcience  than  my  own.     270 
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Fame  of  my  potent  rival's  flight,  't  is  true. 

To  this  your  Pharian  fhore  my  journey  drew 

Yet  know  the  love  of  learning  led  me  too 

In  all  the  hurries  of  tumultuous  war. 

The  ftars,  the  gods,  and  heavens,  were  Hill  my  care. 

Nor  Ihall  my  ikill  to  fix  the  rolling  year  276 

Inferior'  to  Eudoxus'  art  appear. 

Long  has  my  curious  foul,  from  early  youth, 

Toil'd  in  the  noble  fearch  of  facred  truth  : 

Yet  ftill  no  views  have  urg'd  my  ardour  more,     280 

Than  Nile's  remoteil  fountain  to  explore. 

Then  fay  what  fource  the  famous  flream  fupplies. 

And  bids  it  at  revolving  periods  rife ; 

Shew  me  that  head  from  whence,  fmce  time  begun. 

The  long  fucceflion  of  his  waves  has  run  ;  285 

This  let  me  know,  and  all  my  toils  Ihall  ceafe. 

The  fv/ord  be  Iheath'd,  and  earth  be  blell  with  peace. 

The  warrior  fpoke  ;  and  thus  the  feer  reply'd  : 
Nor  fhalt  thou,  mighty  Caefar,  be  deny'd. 
Our  fires  forbad  all,  but  themfelves,  to  know,  290 
And  kept  with  care  profaner  laymen  low  : 
My  foul,  I  own,  more  generouily  inclin'd. 
Would  let  in  daylight  to  inform  the  blind. 
Nor  would  I  truth  in  myileries  reflrain,  294 

But  make  the  gods,  their  pov/er,  and  precepts,  plain; 
Would    teach   their   miracles,    would    fpread  their 

praife. 
And  well-taught  minds  to  jufl  devotion  raife. 
Know  then,  to  all  thofe  liars,  by  nature  driven 
in  oppofidon  to  revolving  heaven, 
Some  one  peculiar  infiuence  was  given. 
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The  fun  the  feaforis  of  the  year  fupplies. 

And  bids  the  evening  and  the  morning  rife  ; 

Commands  the  planets  with  faperior  force. 

And  keeps  each  wandering  light  to  his  appointed 

courfe. 
The  filver  moon  o'er  briny  feas  prefide?,  305 

And  heaves  huge  ocean  with  alternate  tides. 
Saturn's  cold  rays  in  icy  climes  .prevail ; 
Mars  rules  the  vyinds,  the  florm,  and  rattling  hail  ; 
Where  Jove  afcends,  the  fkies  are  llill  ferene ; 
And  fruitful  Venus  is  the  genial  queen  :,  3  10 

While  every  limpid  fpring,  and  falling  itream. 
Submits  to  radiant  Hermes'  reigning  beam. 
When  in  the  Crab  the'humid  ruler  {hines. 
And  to  the  fultry  Lion  near  inclines. 
There  lix'd  immediate  o'er  Nile's  latent  fource,  315 
He  ftrikes  the  watery  iiores  with  ponderous  force ; 
Nor  can  the  flood  bright  Maia's  fon  vvithfland. 
But  heaves,  like  ocean,  at  the  moon's  command; 
Hrs  waves  aftend,  obedient  as  the  feas. 
And  reach  their  deftin'd  height  by  jufl:  degrees.    320 
Nor  to  its  bank  returns  th'  enormous  tide. 
Till  Libra's  equal  fcales, the  days  and  nights  divide. 
Antiqpit\',  unknowing  and  dec'eiv'd,- 
In  dreams  of  Ethiopian'  fnovvs  believ'd  : 
From  hills  they  taught,  how  melting  currents  ran,  325 
When  the  firft  fuelling  of  the  flood  began. 
But,  ah,  how  vain  the  thought !  no  Boreas  there 
In  icy  bonds  conflrains  the  wintery  year. 
But  fultry  fouthern  winds  eternal  reign. 
And  fcorching  funs  the  fwarthy  natives  ftain.        3  30 
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Yet  more,  whetever  flood  the  froft  congeals. 
Melts  as  the  genial  fpring's  return  he  feels ; 
While  Nile's  redundant  waters  never  rife. 
Till  the  hot  Dog  inflames  the  fummer  fkies ; 
Nor  to  his  banks  his  flirinking  fl:ream  confines,     335 
Till  high  in  heaven  th'  autumnal  Balance  fliines. 
Unlike  his  watery  brethren  he  prefldes. 
And  by  new  laws  his  liquid  empire  guides. 
From  dropping  feafons  no  increafe  he  knows. 
Nor  feels  the  fleecy  fliowers  of  melting  fnows.      340 
His  river  fwells  not  idly,  ere  the  land 
The  timely  office  of  his  waves  demand ; 
But  knows  his  lot,  by  Providence  affign'd. 
To  cool  the  feafon,  and  refrefli  mankind. 
Whene'er  the  Lion  flieds  his  fires  around,  345 

And  Cancer  burns  Syene's  parching  ground  ; 
Then,  at  the  prayer  of  nations,  comes  the  Nile, 
And  kindly  tempers  up  the  mouldering  foil. 
Nor  from  the  plains  the  covering  god  retreats. 
Till  the  rude  fervour  of  the  Ikies  abates ;    ■  350 

Till  Phoebus  into  milder  autumn  fades. 
And  Meroa  projefts  her  lengthening  Ihades. 
Nor  let  inquiring  fceptics  afk  the  caufe, 
'Tis  Jove's  command,  and  thefe  are  Nature's  laws. 
Others  of  old,  as  vainly  too,  have  thought       355 
By  weftern  winds  the  fpreading  deluge  brought ; 
While  at  fix'd  times,  for  many  a  day,  they  lall, 
Poflcfs  the  fkies,  and  drive  a  conflant  blaft  ; 
Collefted  clouds  united  Zephyrs  bring,  ^ 

And  flied  huge  rains  from  many  a  dropping  wing,  > 
To  heave  the  flood,  and  fvvell  th'  abounding  fpring.  > 
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Or  when  the  airy  brethren's  ftedfaft  force 

Refills  the  rufliing  current's  downward  courfe. 

Backward  he  rolls  indignant,  to  his  head  : 

While  o'er  the  plains  his  heapy  waves  are  fpread.  365 

Some  have  believ'd,  that  fpacious  channels  go 
Through  the  dark  entrails  of  the  earth  below ; 
Through  thefe,  by  turns,  revolving  rivers  pafs, 
And  fecretly  pervade  the  mighty  mafs  ; 
Through  thefe  the  fun,  when  from  the  north  he  flies. 
And  cuts  the  glowing  Ethiopic  fkies,  371 

From  diftant  ftreams  attracts  their  liquid  ftores. 
And  through  Nile's  fpring  th'  affembled  waters  pours  : 
Till  Nile,  o'er-burden'd,  difembogues  the  load. 
And  fpews  the  foamy  deluge  all  abroad.  ^j^ 

Sages  there  have  been  too,  who  long  maintain'd. 
That  ocean's  waves  through  porous  earth  are  drain'd; 
'Tis  thence  their  faltnefs  they  no  longer  keep. 
By  flow  degrees  ftill  frefliening  as  they  creep  : 
Till  at  a  period,  Nile  receives  them  all,  380 

And  pours  them  loofely  fpreading,  as  they  fall. 

The  fl:ars,  and  fun  himfelf,  as  fome  have  faid. 
By  exhalations  from  the  deep  are  fed  ; 
And  when  the  golden  ruler  of  the  day 
Through  Cancer's  fiery  fign  purfaes  his  way^ 
His  beams  attrad  too  largely  from  the  fea ; 
The  refufe  of  his  draughts  the  nights  return. 
And  more  than  fill  the  Nile's  capacious  urn. 

Were  I  the  didlates  of  my  foul  to  tell. 
And  fpeak  the  reafons  of  the  watery  fwell,  ^go 

To  Providence  the  tafic  I  fiiould  aflign. 
And  find  the  caufe  in  workmanlhip  divine. 
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Lefs  llreams  we  trace,  unerring,  to  their  birth. 
And  know  the  parent  Earth  which  brought  them  forth : 
While  this,  as  early  as  the  world  begun,  395 

Ran  thus,  and  mufl:  continue  thus  to  run  ; 
And  ftill,  unfathom'd  by  our  fearch,  ihall  own 
No  caufe,  but  Jove's  commanding  will  alone. 

Nor,  Csefar,  is  thy  fearch  of  knowledge  ftrange  ; 
Well  may  thy  boundlefs  foul  defire  to  range,        400 
Well  may  Ihe  ftrive  Nile's  fountain  to  explore ; 
Since  mighty  kings  have  fought  the  fame  before ;. 
Each  for  the  firft  difcoverer  would  be  known. 
And  hand,  to  future  times,  the  fecret  down ; 
But  ftill  their  powers  were  exercis'd  in  vain,         405. 
While  latent  nature  mock'd  their  fruitlefs  pain. 
Philip's  great  fon,  whom  Memphis  ftill  records. 
The  chief  of  her  illuftrious  fcepter'd  lords. 
Sent,  of  his  own,  a  chofen  number  forth. 
To  trace  the  wondrous  ftream's  myfterious  birth.  41* 
Through  ^-Ethiopia's  plains  they  journey'd  on. 
Till  the  hot  fun  oppos'd  the  burning  zone  : 
There,  by  the  god's  refiftlefs  beams  repell'd. 
An  unbeginning  ftream  they  ftill  beheld, 
f^ierce  came  Sefoftris  from  the  eaftern  dawn ;       4^5 
On  his  proud  car  by  captive  monarchs  drawn ; 
His  lawlcfs  will,  impatient  of  a  bound. 
Commanded  Nile's  hid  fountain  to  be  found : 
But  fooner  much  the  tyrant  might  have  known 
Thy  fam'd  Hefperian  Po,  or  Gallic  Rhone.         420 
Cambyfes  too,  his  daring  Perfians  led. 
Where  hoary  age  makes  white  the  Ethiop's  head ; 
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Till  fore  diftrefs'd  and  deftitute  of  food. 
He  ftain'd  his  hungry  jaws  with  human  blood  ; 
Till  half  his  hoft  the  other  half  devour'd,  425 

And  left  the  Nile  behind  them  unexplor'd. 

Of  thy  forbidden  head,  thou  facred  ftream. 
Nor  fiftion  dares  to  fpeak,  nor  poets  dream. 
Through  various  nations  roll  thy  waters  down. 
By  many  feen,  though  ftill  by  all  unknown ; 
No  land  prefumes  to  claim  thee  for  her  own. 
For  me,  my  humble  tale  no  more  fhall  tell. 
Than  what  our  juft  records  demonftrate  well ; 
Than  God,  who  bade  thee  thus  myfterious  flow. 

Permits  the  narrow  mind  of  man  to  know.  43  5 

Far  in  the  fouth  the  daring  waters  rife. 

As  in  difdain  of  Cancer's  burning  Ikies ; 

Thence,  with  a  downward  courfe,  they  feek  the  main, 

Diredl  againfl  the  lazy  northern  wain; 

Unlefs  when,  partially,  thy  winding  tide  440 

Turns  to  the  Libyan  or  Arabian  fide. 

The  diftant  Seres  firft  behold  thee  flow; 

Nor  yet  thy  fpring  the  diftant  Seres  know. 

'Midft  footy  Ethiops,  next,  thy  current  roams  ; 

The  footy  Ethiops  wonder  whence  it  comes  ;        4^5 

Nature  conceals  thy  infant  ftream  with  care. 

Not  lets  thee,  but  in  majefty,  appear. 

Upon  thy  banks  aftonifh'd  nations  ftand. 

Nor  dare  aflign  thy  rife,  to  one  peculiar  land. 

Exempt  from  vulgar  laws  thy  waters  run,  450 

Nor  take  their  various  feafons  from  the  fun  : 

Though  high  in  heaven  the  fiery  folftice  ftand. 

Obedient  winter  comes  at  thy  command. 
B  b  3 


$74  R  O  W  E  's     P  O  E  M  S. 

From  pole  to  pole  thy  boundlefs  waves  extend ; 

One  never  knows  thy  rife,  nor  one  thy  end.  455 

By  Meroe  thy  ftream  divided  roves. 

And  wiads  encircling  round  her  ebon  groves  ; 

Of  fable  hue  the  coftly  timbers  iland. 

Dark  as  the  fwarthy  natives  of  the  land : 

Yet,  though  tall  woods  in  wide  abundance  fpread,  460 

Their  leafy  tops  aiFord  no  friendly  Ihade  ; 

So  vertically  Ihine  the  folar  rays. 

And  from  the  Lion  dart  the  downward  blaze. 

From  thence,  through  deferts  dry,  thoujourney 'ft  on 

Nor  Ihrink'ft,  diminifh'd  by  the  Torrid  Zone, 

Strong  in  thyfelf,  collefted,  full,  and  one. 

Anon,  thy  ftreams  are  parcel'd  o'er  the  plain. 

Anon  the  fcatter'd  currents  meet  again ; 

Jointly  they  flow,  where  Phil^'s  gates  divide 

Our  fertile  ^gypt  from  Arabia's  fide ;  470 

Thence,  with  a  peaceful,  foft  defcent,  they  creep. 

And  feek,  infenfibly,  the  diftant  deep  ; 

Till  through  feven  mouthsj  the  famous  flood  is  loft. 

On  the  laft  limits  of  our  Pharian  coaft ; 

Where  Gaza's  ifthmus  rifes,  to  reftrain  475 

The  Erythraean  from  the  midland  main. 

Who  that  beholds  thee,  Nile  !  thus  gently  flow. 

With  fcarce  a  wrinkle  on  thy  glafly  brow. 

Can  guefs  thy  rage,  when  rocks  refift  thy  force. 

And  hurl  thee  headlong  in  thy  downward  courfe ;  4S0 

When  fpouting  catara6ts  thy  torrent  pour. 

And  nations  tremble  at  the  deafening  roar ; 

Wiien  thy  proud  waves  with  indignation  rife. 

And  dafti  their  foamy  fury  to  the  fkies  I 
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Thefe  wonders  reedy  Abates  can  tell,  485 

And  the  tall  cliffs  that  firft  declare  thy  fwell ; 

The  cliiFs  with  ignorance  of  old  believ'd 

Thy  parent  veins,  and  for  thy  fpring  receiv'd. 

From  thence  huge  mountains  nature*s  hand  provides. 

To  bank  thy  too  luxurious  river's  fides ;  490 

As  in  a  vale  thy  current  Ihe  reftrains. 

Nor  fuffers  thee  to  fpread  the  Libyan  plains  : 

At  Memphis,  firih  free  liberty  fhe  yields. 

And  lets  tliee  loofe  to  float  the  thirfly  fields. 

In  unfufpedled  peace  fecurely  laid,  495 

Thus  wafte  they  filent  night's  declining  Ihade. 

Meanwhile  accuftom'd  Furies  ftill  infeil,  "p 

With  ufual  rage,  Photinus'  horrid  breaft ;  > 

Nor  can  the  ruffian's  hand  from  flaughter  reft.  J 
Well  may  the  wretch,  diftain'd  with  Pompey's  blood. 
Think  every  other  dreadful  aftion  good.  501 

Within  him  ftill  the  fnaky  fifters  dwell. 
And  urge  his  foul  with  all  the  powers  of  hell. 
Can  fortune  to  fuch  hands  fuch  mifchief  doom. 
And  let  a  flave  revenge  the  wrongs  of  Rome  I      505 
Prevent  th'  example,  pre-ordain'd  to  ftand 
The  great  renown  of  Brutus*  righteous  hand  ! 
Forbid  it,  gods  !  that  Cxfar's  hallow'd  blood. 
To  Liberty  by  Fate  a  vidim  vow'd. 
Should  on  a  lefs  occafion  e'er  be  fpilt,  510 

And  prove  a  vile  ^^gyptian  eunuch's  guilt. 
Harden'd  by  crimes,  the  bolder  villain,  now. 
Avows  his  purpofe  with  a  daring  brow ; 
Scorns  the  mean  aids  of  falfchood  and  furprize. 
And  openly  the  viftor  chief  defies.  5 1 5 

B  b  4 


376  R  O  W  E  's    P  O  E  M  S^. 

Vain  in  his  hopes,  nor  doubting  to  fucceed. 
He  trufls  that  Cxfar  mufl:,  like  Pompey,  bleed. 

The  feeble  boy  to  curs'd  Achillas'  hand 
Had,  with  his  army,  given  his  crown's  command; 
To  him,  by  wicked  fympathy  of  mind,  520 

By  leagues  and  brotherhood  of  murder  join'd. 
To  him,  the  firfl:  and  fitteft  of  his  friends. 
Thus,  by  a  trufty  flave,  Photinus  fends : 

While  ftretch'd  at  eafe  the  great  Achillas  lies. 
And  fleep  fits  heavy  on  his  flothful  eyes,  525 

The  bargain  for  our  native  land  is  made. 
And  the  diflioneft  price  already  paid. 
The  former  rule  no  longer  now  we  own, 
Ufurping  Cleopatra  wears  the  crown. 
Doft  thou  alone  withdraw  thee  from  her  flate,      530 
Nor  on  the  bridals  of  thy  miftrefs  wait  ?  ' 

To-night  at  large  fhe  laviihes  her  charms. 
And  riots  in  luxurious  Casfar's  arms. 
Ere  long  her  brother  may  the  wanton  wed. 
And  reap  the  refufe  of  the  Roman's  bed  ;    '         535 
Doubly  a  bride,  then  doubly  fhall  ihe  reign. 
While  Rome  and  -^gypt  wear,  by  turns,  her  chain. 
Nor  truft  thou  to  thy  credit  with  the  boy. 
When  arts  and  eyes,  like  hers,  their  powers  employ. 
Mark  with  what  eafe  her  fatal  charms  can  mould  540 
The  heart  of  Caifar,  ruthlefs,  hard,  and  old  : 
Were  the  foft  king  his  thoughtlefs  head  to  reft. 
But  for  a  night,  on  her  incelluous  breaft  ; 
His  crown  and  friends  he  'd  barter  for  the  blifs, 
And  give  thy  head  and  mine  for  one  lewd  kifs ;    545 
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On  crofTes,  or  in  flames,  we  fliould  deplore 

Her  beauty's  terrible  refiftlefs  power. 

On  both,  her  fentence  is  already  pafs'd. 

She  dooms  us  dead:,  becaufe  we  kept  her  chafte. 

What  potent  hand  iliall  then  affilliance  bring  ?        550 

Csfar  *s  her  lover,  and  her  hulband  king. 

Harte,  I  adjure  thee  by  our  common  guilt. 

By  that  great  blood  which  we  in  vain  have  Tpilt, 

Hafte,  and  let  war,  let  death,  with  thee  return. 

And  the  fiinereal  torch  for  Hymen's  burn.  555 

Whate'er  embrace  the  hoftile  charmer  hold. 

Find,  and  transfix  her  in  the  lufcious  fold. 

Nor  let  the  fortune  of  this  Latian  lord 

Abafh  thy  courage,  or  reftrain  thy  fword; 

In  the  fame  glorious  guilty  paths  we  tread,  560 

That  rais'd  him  up,  the  world's  imperious  head. 

Like  him,  we  feek  dominion  for  our  prize. 

And  hope,  like  him,  by  Pompey's  fall  to  rife. 

Witnefs  the  ftains  of  yonder  blufhing  v/ave. 

Yon  bloody  fhore,  and  yon  inglorious  grave.        565 

Why  fear  we  then  to  bring  our  wifli  to  pafs  ? 

This  Csefar  is  not  more  than  Pompcy  was. 

What  though  we  boaft  nor  birth,  nor  noble  name. 

Nor  kindred  with  fome  purple  monarch  claim  ? 

Confcious  of  Fate's  decree,  fuch  aid  we  fcorn,     570 

And  know  we  were  for  mighty  mifchief  born. 

See,  how  kind  Fortune,  by  this  ofl'er'd  prey. 

Finds  means  to  purge  all  pafl  offence  away  : 

With  grateful  thanks  Rome  fhall  the  deed  approve, 

^nd  this  lall  merit  the  firft  crime  remove. 


be  thine  ;       "^ 

fupine,  > 

with  wine.     J 
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Stripp'd  of  his  titles,  and  the  pomp  of  power, 

Caelar's  a  fingle  foldier  and  no  more. 

Think  then  how  eafily  the  tafk  were  done. 

How  foon  we  may  an  injnr'd  world  atone; 

Finifh  all  wars,  appeafe  each  Roman  fhade,  58c 

By  facrificing  one  devoted  head. 

Fearlefs,  ye  dread  united  legions,  go  ; 

Rufh,  all  undaunted,  on  your  common  foe  : 

This  right,  ye  Romans  !   to  your  country  do ; 

Ye  Pharians  !  this  your  king  expeds  froiji  you.    585 

But  chief,  Achillas !  may  the  praife  be  thine 

Halle  thou,  and  find  him  on  his  bed 

Weary  with  toiling  luft,  and  gorg'd 

Then  ftrike,  and  what  their  Cato's  prayers  demand. 

The  gods  fhall  give  to  thy  more  favour 'd  hand.  590 

Nor  fail'd  the  meflage,   fitted  to  perfuade  ; 
But,  prone  to  blood,  the  willing  chief  obey'd. 
No  noify  trumpets  found  the  loud  alarm. 
But  filently  the  moving  legions  arm  : 
All  unperceiv'd,  for  battle  they  prepare,  595 

And  buftle  through  the  night  with  bufy  care. 
The  mingled  bands  who  form'd  this  mongrel  hoft. 
To  the  difgrace  of  Rome,  were  Romans  mod: ; 
A  herd,  who  had  they  not  been  loft  to  Ihame, 
And  long  forgetful  of  their  country's  name,  600 

Had  bluih'd  to  own  ev'n  Ptolemy  their  head  ; 
Yet  now  were  by  his  meaner  vaffal  led. 
Oh  !  mercenary  war,  thou  flave  of  gold  1 
How  is  thy  faithlefs  courage  bought  and  fold  I 
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For  bafe  reward  thy  hireling  hands  obey ; 

Unknowing  right  or  wrong,  they  fight  for  pay, 

And  give  their  country's  great  revenge  avvay. 

Ah,  wretched  Rome  1  for  whom  thy  fate  prepares. 

In  every  nation,  hew  domeilic  wars ; 

The  fury,  that  from  pale  Theffalia  fled,  610 

Rears  on  the  banks  of  Nile  her  baleful  head. 

What  could  protecting  ^gypt  more  have  done. 

Had  fhe  receiv'd  the  haughty  vidtor's  fon  ? 

But  thus  ti\e  gods  our  fmking  ftate  confound. 

Thus  tear  our  mangled  empire  all  around;  615 

In  every  land  fit  inllruments  employ. 

And  fufFer  ruthlefs  flaughter  to  deilroy. 

Thus  ev'n  ^Egyptian  parricides  prefume 

To  meddle  in  the  facred  caufe  of  R.ome  ; 

Thus,  had  not  Fate  thofe  hands  of  mui-der  ty'd,  620 

Succefs  had  crown'd  the  vile  Achillas'  fide. 

Nor  wanted  fit  occafion  for  the  deed; 

Timely  the  traitors  to  the  place  fucceed. 

While  in  fecurity  the  carelefs  gueil. 

Lingering  as  yet,  his  couch  fupincly  preft  :  625 

No  gates,  no  guards,  forbad  their  open  way. 

But  all  difiblv'd  in  fleep  and  furfeits  lay ; 

With  eafe  the  viftor  at  the  board  had  bled. 

And  loft  in  riot  his  defencelefs  head ; 

But  pious  caution  now  their  rage  v.'ithftands,         630 

And  care  for  Ptolemy  withholds  their  hands  : 

With  reverence  and  remorfe,  unknown  before. 

They  dread  to  fpiil  their  royal  mailer's  gore  ; 

Left,  in  the  tumult  of  the  murderous  night. 

Some  erring  mifchief  on  his  youth  may  light.       635 
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Sway'd  by  this  thought,  not  doubting  to  fucceedj 

They  hold  it  fitting  to  defer  the  deed. 

Gods !  that  fuch  wretches  flioald  fo  proudly  dare  ! 

Can  fuch  a  life  be  theirs  to  take,  or  fpare  ? 

Till  dawn  of  day  the  warrior  flood  repriev'd,       640 

And  Caefar  at  Achillas*  bidding  liv'd. 
Now  o'er  afpiring  Cafium's  eaftern  head 

The  rofy  light  by  Lucifer  was  led  ; 

Swift  through  the  land  the  piercing  beams  were  borne. 

And  glowing  ^gypt  felt  the  kindling  morn :        645 

When  from  proud  Alexandria's  walls  afar^ 

The  citizens  behold  the  coming  war. 

The  dreadful  legions  fliine  in  juft  array. 

And  firm,  as  to  the  battle,  hold  their  way. 

Confcious,  meanr-while,  of  his  unequal  force,       650 

Straight  to  the  palace  Caefar  bends  his  courfe  : 

Nor  in  the  lofty  bulwarks  dares  confide. 

Their  ample  circuit  ftretching  far  too  wide : 

To  one  fix'd  part  his  little  band  retreats. 

There  mans  the  walls  and  towers,  and  bars  the  gates. 

There  fear,  there  wrath,  by  turns,  his  bofom  tears ; 

He  fears,  but  flill  with  indignation  fears. 

His  daring  foul,  reftrain'd,  more  fiercely  burns. 

And  proudly  the  ignoble  refuge  fcorns. 

The  captive  lion  thus,  with  generous  rage,  660 

Reludant  foams,  and  roars,  and  bites  his  cage. 

Thus,  if  fome  power  could  Mulciber  inflave. 
And  bind  him  down  in  ^Etna's  fmoky  cave. 
With  fires  more  fierce  th'  imprifon'd  god  would  glow. 
And  bellow  in  the  dreadful  deeps  below.  665 
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He  who  fo  lately,  with  undaunted  pride. 

The  power  of  mighty  Pompey's  arms  defy'd. 

With  jullice  and  the  fenate  on  his  fide  ; 

Who,  with  a  caufe  which  gods  and  men  mud  hate. 

Stood  up,  and  ftruggled  for  fuccefs  with  fate  ;     679 

Now  abject  foes  and  flaves  infulting  fears. 

And  Ihrinks  beneath  a  fhower  of  Phailan  fpears. 

The  warrior  who  difdain'd  to  be  confin'd 

By  Tyrian  Gades,  or  the  eaftern  Inde,  6j:\. 

Now  in  a  narrow  houfe  conceals  that  head. 

From  which  the  fierceft  Scythians  once  had  fled. 

And  horrid  Moors  beheld  with  awful  dread. 

From  room  to  room  irrefolute  he  flies. 

And  on  fome  guardian  bar  or  door  relies. 

So  boys  and  helplefs  maids,  when  towns  are  won,  680 

To  fecret  corners  for  proteftion  run. 

Still  by  his  flde  the  beardlefs  king  he  bears, 

Ordain'd  to  fliare  in  every  ill  he  fears  : 

If  he  mull  die,  he  dooms  the  boy  to  go. 

Alike  devoted  to  the  ftiades  below ;  685" 

Refolves  his  head  a  vidim  firft  fliall  fall, 

HurPd  at  his  flaves  from  off  the  lofty  wall. 

So  from  ^etes  fierce  Medea  fled. 

Her  fword  ftill  aim'd  at  young  Abfyrtos'  head; 

Whene'er  flie  fees  her  vengeful  fire  draw  nigh,     690 

Ruthlefs  flie  dooms  the  wretched  boy  fliould  die. 

Yet  ere  thefe  cruel  lafl:  extremes  he  proves. 

By  gentler  fieps  of  peace  the  Roman  moves ; 

He  fends  an  envoy,  in  the  royal  name. 

To  chide  their  fury,  and  the  war  difclaim.  69^ 
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But  impious  they  nor  gods  nor  kings  regard. 

Nor  univerfal  laws,  by  all  rever'd  ; 

No  right  of  facred  characters  they  know. 

But  tear  the  olive  from  the  hallow'd  brow ; 

To  death  the  meffenger  of  peace  purfue,  700 

And  in  his  blood  their  horrid  hands  embrue. 

Such  are  the  palms  which  curs'd  Egyptians  claim. 
Such  prodigies  exalt  their  nation's  name. 
Nor  purple  TheiTaly's  dellruftive  fhore. 
Nor  dire  Pharnaces,  nor  the  Libyan  Moor,  705 

Nor  every  barbarous  land,  in  every  age. 
Equal  a  foft  ^Egyptian  eunuch's  rage. 

IncelTant  Hill  the  roar  of  war  prevails. 
While  the  wild  holl  the  royal  pile  afTails. 
Void  of  device,  no  thundering  rams  they  bring,  710 
Nor  kindling  flames  with  fpreading  mifchief  fling  : 
Bellowing  around  they  run  with  fruitlefs  .pain. 
Heave  at  the  doors,  and  thruft  and  flrive  in  vain  : 
More  than  a  wall,  great  Ccefar's  fortune  ftands. 
And  mocks  the  madnefs  of  their  feeble  hands.       715 

On  one  proud  fide  the  lofty  fabric  flood 
Projeded  bold  into  th'  adjoining  flood  ; 
There,  fill'd  with  armed  bands,  their  barks  draw  near. 
But  find  the  fame  defendinor  Csefar  there: 

o 

To  every  part  the  ready  warrior  flies,  720 

And  with  new  rage  the  fainting  fight  fupplies ; 

Headlong  he  drives  them  with  his  deadly  blade. 

Nor  feems  to  be  invaded,  but  t'  invade. 

Againfl:  the  fliips  Phalaric  darts  he  aims; 

Each  dart  with  pitch  and  livid  fulphur  flames.       725 
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The  fpreading  fire  o'er-runs  their  unftuous  fides. 
And,  nimbly  mounting,  on  the  top-maft  rides  : 
Planks,  yards  and  cordage,  feed  the  dreadful  blaze  ; 
The  drowning  vefTel  hiffes  in  the  feas ;  729 

While  floating  arms  and  men,  promifcuous  flrow'd. 
Hide  the  whole  fur  face  of  the  azure  flood. 
Nor  dwells  de/lruclion  on  their  fleet  alone. 
But,  driven  by  winds,  invades  the  neighbouring  town  ; 
On  rapid  wings  the  Iheety  flames  they  bear, 
Jn  wavy  lengths,  along  the  reddening  air.  735 

Not  much  unlike,  the  fliooting  meteors  fly. 
In  gleamy  trails,  athwart  the  midnight  fky. 
Soon  as  the  croud  behold  their  city  burn. 
Thither,  all  headlong,  from  the  fiege  they  turn. 
But  Cccfar,  prone  to  vigilance  and  hafle,  740 

To  fnatch  the  jufl  occafion  ere  it  pafsM, 
Hid  in  the  friendly  night's  involving  fliade, 
A  fafe  retreat  to  Pharos  timely  made. 
In  elder  times  of  holy  Proteus'  reign. 
An  ifle  it  Hood,  incompafs'd  by  the  main  :  745 

Now  by  a  mighty  mole  the  town  it  joins. 
And  from  wide  feay  the  fafer  port  confines. 
Of  high  importance  to  the  chief  it  lies. 
To  him  brings  aid,  and  to  the  foe  denies : 
hi  clcfe  reflraint  the  captive  town  is  held,  750 

While  free  behind  he  views  the  watery  field. 
There  fafe,  with  curs'd  Photinus  in  his  power, 
Ccefar  defers  the  villain's  doom  no  more. 
Yet,  ah  !  by  means  too  gentle  he  expires ; 
No  gnafliing  knives  he  feels,  no  fcorching  fires;  755 
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Nor  were  his  limbs  by  grinning  tigers  torn. 
Nor  pendent  on  the  horrid  crofs  are  borne  : 
Beneath  the  fvvord  the  wretch  refigns  his  breath. 
And  dies  too  gloriouHy  by  Pompey's  death. 

Mean-while,  by  wily  Ganymede  conveyM,      760 
Arfmoe,  the  younger  royal  maid. 
Fled  to  the  camp ;  and  with  a  daring  hand 
AiTumes  the  fceptre  of  fupreme  command  : 
And,  for  her  feeble  brother  was  not  there. 
She  calls  herfelf  the  fole  Lagaean  heir.  765 

Then,  fmce  he  dares  difpute  her  right  to  reign. 
She  dooms  the  fierce  Achillas  to  be  flain. 
With  juft  remorfe,  repenting  fortune  paid 
This  fecond  vidim  to  her  Pompey's  iliade. 
But  oh  1  nor  this,  nor  Ptolemy,  nor  all  770 

The  race  of  Lagos  doom'd  at  once  to  fall. 
Not  hecatombs  of  tyrants  Ihall  fuffice. 
Till  Brutus  llrikes,  and  haughty  Cajfar  dies. 

Nor  yet  the  rage  of  war  was  huih'd  in  peace. 
Nor  would  that  ftorm,  with  him  who  rais'd  it,  ceafc. 
A  fecond  eunuch  to  the  tafk  fucceeds,  776 

And  Ganymede  the  power  of  iEgypt  leads : 
He  chears  the  drooping  Pharians  with  fuccefs. 
And  urg'd  the  Roman  chief  with  new  diftrefs. 
Such  dangers  did  one  dreadful  day  afford. 
As  annals  might  to  latell  times  record. 
And  confccrate  to  fame  the  warrior's  fvvord. 

While  to  their  barks  his  faithful  band  defcends, 
Caifar  the  mole's  contradled  fpace  defends. 
Part  from  the  crouded  key  aboard  were  pafs'd,     785 
The  careful  chief  rcmain'd  among  the  laft ; 
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When  fuddcn  Egypt's  furious  powers  unite^ 

And  fix  on  him  alone  th'  unequal  fight. 

By  land  the  numerous  foot,  by  fea  the  fleet. 

At  once  furround  him,  and  prevent  retreat.  790 

No  means  for  fafety  or  efcape  remain. 

To  fight,  or  fly,  were  equally  in  vain : 

A  vulgar  period  on  his  wars  attends. 

And  his  ambitious  life  obfcurcly  ends. 

No  feas  of  gore,  no  mountains  of  the  flain,  795 

Renown  the  fight  on  fome  diilinguifli'd  plain : 

But  meanly  in  a  tumult  mull  he  die. 

And,  over-borne  by  crouds,  inglorious  lie : 

No  room  was  left  to  fall  as  C^iar  fliould. 

So  little  were  the  hopes  his  foes  and  fate  allow'd.  800 

At  once  the  place  and  danger  he  furveys. 

The  rifing  mound,  and  the  near  neighbouring  feas : 

Some  fainting  llruggling  doubts  as  yet  remain : 

Can  he,  perhaps,  his  navy  fl:ill  regain  ? 

Or  fliall  he  die,  and  end  th'  uncertain  pain  ? 

At  length,  while  madly  thus  perplex'd  he  burns. 

His  own  brave  Scaeva  to  his  thought  returns ; 

Scaeva,  who  in  the  breach  undaunted  flood. 

And  fingly  made  the  dreadful  battle  good ; 

Whofe  arm  advancing  Pompey's  hoft  repell'd,      810 

And,  coop'd  within  a  wall  the  captive  leader  held. 

Strong  in  his  foul  the  glorious  image  rofe. 

And  taught  him,  fudden,  to  difdain  his  foes; 

The  force  oppos'd  in  equal  fcales  to  weigh, 

Himfelf  was  Ciefar,  and  Egyptians  they  ;  815 

To  truft  that  fortune,  and  thofe  gods,  once  more. 

That  never  fail'd  his  daring  hopes  before. 
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Threatening,  aloft  his  flaming  blade  he  fliook. 

And  through  the  throng  his  courfe  reliftlefs  took  : 

Hands,  arms,  and  helmed  heads  before  him  fly,  820 

While  mingling  fcreams  and  groans  afcend  the  fky. 

So  winds,  imprifon'd,  force  their  furious  way. 

Tear  up  the  earth,  and  drive  the  foamy  fea. 

Juft  on  the  margin  of  the  mount  he  ftay'd. 

And  for  a  moment,  thence,  the  flood  furvey'd  :    825 

Fortune  divine  1  be  prefent  now,  he  cry'd; 

And  plung'd,  undaunted,  in  the  foamy  tide. 

Th'  obedient  deep,  at  fortune's  high  command, 

Receiv'd  the  mighty  mailer  of  the  land; 

Her  fervile  waves  ofiicious  Tethys  fpread,  830 

To  raife  with  proud  fupport  his  awful  head. 

And,  for  he  fcorn'd  th*  inglorious  race  of  Nile 

Should  pride  themfelves  in  aught  of  Caefar's  fpoil. 

In  his  left  hand,  above  the  water's  power. 

Papers  and  fcrolls  of  high  import  he  bore;  835 

Where  his  own  labours  faithfully  record 

The  battles  of  ambition's  ruthlefs  fword  : 

Safe  in  his  right,  the  deadly  fleel  he  held. 

And  plow'd,  with  many  a  ftrokc,  the  liquid  iield ; 

While  his  fix'd  teeth  tenacioufly  retain  840 

His  ample  Tyrian  robe's  imperial  train  ; 

Th'  incumber'd  folds  the  curling  furface  fvveep. 

Come  flow  behind,  and  drag  along  the  deep. 

From  the  high  mole,  from  every  Pharian  prow, 

A  thoufand  hands  a  thoufand  javelins  throw ;         84^ 

The  thrilling  points  dip  bloodlefs  in  the  waves. 

While  he  their  idle  wrath  fecurely  braves. 
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So  when  fome  mighty  ferpent  of  the  main 

Rolls  his  huge  length  athwart  the  liquid  plain. 

Whether  he  range  voracious  for  the  prey,  850 

Or  to  the  funny  Ihore  diredls  his  way. 

Him  if  by  chance  the  filhers  view  from  far. 

With  flying  darts  they  wage  a  diftant  war :   . 

But  the  fell  monfter,  unappall'd  with  dread. 

Above  the  feas  exerts  his  poifonous  head;  855 

He  rears  his  livid  creil  and  kindling  eyes. 

And,  terrible,  the  feeble  foe  defies ; 

His  fwelling  breall  a  foamy  path  divides. 

And,  carelefs,  o'er  the  murmuring  flood  he  glides. 

Some  loofer  Mufe,  perhaps,  who  lightly  treads  860 
The  devious  paths  where  wanton  fancy  leads. 
In  heaven's  high  court,  would  feign  the  queen  of  love. 
Kneeling  in  tears  before  the  throne  of  Jove, 
Imploring,  fad,  th'  almighty  father's  grace. 
For  the  dear  offspring  of  her  Julian  race.  86^ 

While  to  the  jull  recording  Romans  eyes. 
Far  other  forms,  and  other  gods  arife; 
The  guardian  furies  round  him  rear  their  heads. 
And  Nemefis  the  fliield  of  fafety  fpreads ; 
Juflice  and  fate  the  floating  chief  convey,  870 

And  Rome's  glad  genius  wafts  him  on  his  way ; 
Freedom  and  laws  the  Pharian  darts  with  (land. 
And  Cave  liim  for  avenging  Brutus'  hand. 
His  friends,  unknowing  what  the  gods  decree. 
With  joy  receive  him  from  the  fwelling  fea  ;  875 

In  peals  on  peals  their  fliouts  triumphant  rife. 
Roll  o'er  the  diflant  flood,  and  thunder  to  the  fkies. 


CONTENTS 


OF     THE 

TWENTY-NINTH    VOLUME. 

Page 

LUCAN's   PhARSALIA.    Book  II.  3 

III.  43 

IV.  82 
V.  127 

VI.  168 

VII.  211 

VIII.  253 

IX.  294 

X.  358 


END   OF   THE    TWENTY-NINTH   VOLUME- 


UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA  LIBRARY 

Los  Angeles 
This  book  is  DUE  on  the  last  date  stamped  below. 


315 


^y^lim 


'^ 


0'\.0^-.^. 


'■# 


\\"^-^> 


^  '^^ 


"K\  ^  \ 


•^^ 


